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PROLOGUE. 



WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK. 

8P0KEN BY MR. KINO. 



ji School for Scandal! tell me^ I befeech you^ 
Needs there a fchool-^this modifh art to teach you ? 
No need of lejfons now — the knowing think 
We might as well be taught to eat and drink • 
Caused by a dearth of Scandal ^ Jhould the vapours 
JDifirefs our fair ones-^et them read the papers ; 
Their powerful mixtures fuch dif orders hit. 
Crave what they will, there's quantum fufficit. 

** Lord I'* cries my Lady Wormwood, (who loves 
tattle, , 

And puts much fait and pepper in her prattle) 
Jujl ris*n at noon, all night at cards when threjhing 
Strong tea andfcandal — blefs me, how refrejhing I 
Give me the papers, Lifp — how hol^-arulfrev I /(ftps')- 
" Lcift night Lord L. (fips) wascriught 

For aching heads, what charming fal voUtile ! -^ ( Tips-) » 
** If Mrs. B. willjlill continue fur ting, 
** IVe hope fie' II draw or weUl undmv^ *hc curtain/^ 
Fine fatire, po% — in public all ahufe it ; 
But, by ourf elves — (fips) ourpraife we can't refufe it. 
Now, Lifp, read you — there at that daflj andflar — i 
Tes, Ma'am — " A certain Lord hadbejl beware, > 
" Who lives not twenty miles from Grofvenor-jqiiart i)k 
A 2 



f/m/;(fips')rj. 
'/ 'jfiti Lady I 
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" Forjhould he Lady IV — Jind willing — 

" Wormwood is bitter J* — Oh I that*s me — thi villain / 

Throw it Behind thejire^ and never more 

Let that vile paper come within my door* 

Thus at our friends we iau^h^ who feel the dart; 
To reach our feelings y we ourf elves muft fmart* 
Is our young hard fo young — to think that he 
Can flop the full fpring tide of calumny ? 
Knows he.ihe -world fo little^ and its trade P — 
jila^ I the devil's fooner rais'd than laid. 
Soflrongy fofwift the monfler^ there"* s no gagging.; 
Cut Scandai* s head pjf'-jlill the tongue is wagging. 
Proud of your. fmilesy once lavi/^ly beflow^d^ 
jigain our young Don ^ixote takes the road ; 
Tofhew his gratitude — he draws his pen^ 
And feehs the hydra^ . Scandal^ in its den ; 
From his fell gripe the frighted fair 4o fave^ 
Tho^ he [houldfall — th' attempt mujl pleafe tJie brave. 
For your applaufe^ all perils he would thro' — 
He'll Jight — that's write — a cavalier fo true^^ 
Till ev'ry drop of blood — that's ink — is fpiltfor you. 
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THE 

SCHOOL FOR SCANDAU 



JCT I. SCENE L 



LaJy SNBKRWfiLL's i9u/i. 



JLaiy Srbs&wbll aim/ Snakk difeovered at a tea 
table. 

Lady SneerwelL 
Thb paragraphs^ you lay, Mr. Snake, were all 
inCnted. 

Snake. They were. Madam; and as I copied 
them myfelf in a feigned hand, there can he no fuC* 
picion frx)m whence they came. 

Z. Stieer. Did you circulate the report of Lady 
Brittle's intrigue with Captain Boadall ? 

Snaie. That's in as fine a train as your Lady- 
(hip could wifli. In the common courfe of things. 
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I think it muft reach Mrs. Clackct's ears within 
twcntyfour hours, and then the bufinefsy you know, 
is as good as done. 

L* Sneer* Why yes, Mrs. Clacket has talents, 
and a great deal of induftry. 

Snake. True, Madam, and has been tolerably 
fuccefsful in her days ; to my knowledge (he has 
been the caiife of fix matches being broken off, and 
three fons difmherited ; of four forced elopements, 
as many clofe confinements, nine feparate mainte- 
nances, and two divorces ; — nay, I have more than 
once traced her caufing a tete-a-tete in the Town 
and Country Magazine, when the parties never faw 
cne another before in the whole courfe of their lives, 

L, Sneer. Why yes, (he has genius, but her 
manner is too grofs. 

Snake. True, Madam 5 fhe has a fine tongue, 
and a bold invention ; but then, her colouring is 
too dark, and the outlines rather too extravagant ; 
(he w^ts that delicacy of hint, and mellownefs of 
fneer, which diftinguiflies your ladyihip's fcandal. 

L. Sneer. You are partial. Snake. 

Snake. Not in the lead ; every body will allow 
that Lady Sneerwell can do more with a word or 
look, than many others with the moft laboured de- 
tail, even though they accidentally happen to have 
a little truth on their fide to fupport it. 

X. Sneer. Yep, my dear Snake, and Til not 

deny the pleafure 1 feel at the fuccefs of my fchemcs y 

(loth rifes) wounded myfelf, in the early part of 

my life, by the envenomed tongue of (lander, I 

coafcfs nothing can give me gve^itex iaX\^^^Suo\v, 
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than reducing others ta the level of my own injured 
reputation. 

Snake. True, Madam ; but there is- one affair, 
fn which you have lately employed me, wherein, I" 
confefs, I am at a lofs to guefs at your motives. 

Z. Sneer. I prefume you mean with regard to 
toy friend Sir Peter Teazle,- and his family. 

Snake. I do — here are two -young men, to whom 
Sir Peter has adled as guardian fince their father's 
death — ^thc eldeft poffciSng the moft amiable cha- 
racter, and univerfally well fpoken of ; the young- 
eft the moft difSpated, wild, extravagant young fel- 
low in the w.orld — ^the former an avowed admirer of 
your ladyfhip, and apparently your fevourite ; the 
latter attached to Maria, Sir Peter*8 ward, and 
confeffcdly admired by her : Now, on the face of 
thefe circumftances, it is utterly unaccountable to 
rae, why you, the widow of a city knight, with a 
large fortune, ftiould not immediately clofc with the 
pa£Ron of a man of fuch chara6ler an^ expedlation 
as Mr. Surface ; and more fo, why you are fo uai» 
cbmmonly eameft to deftroy the mutual attachment 
' fobfifting between Ws brother Charles and Maria. 

Z. Sneer. Then at once, to unravel this myfi. 
tery, I muft inform you, that love has no (hare 
whatever in the intercourfe between Mt^ Surface 
and mci. 

Snake. No!— 

L. Sneer. No ! his real views jre to Maria, ori 
her fortune, while- in his brother he finds a favour- 
ed rrnH; he is thcrefbre obliged to m«i^ \C\^ x^^\.W 
tenUoBs, Bad profit By my affiftance. 
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Snaie* Yet ftiU I am more puzzled why you 
fliould intercft yourfelf for his fuccefs. 

X. Sneen Heavens ! how dull you are ! Can't 
you furmife a weaknefs I have hitherto, through 
fhame, concealed even from you ? Muik I confefs 
it that Charles, that profligate, that libertine^ that 
bankrupt in fortune and reputation, that he it is 
ibr whom I am thus anxious and malicious ; and to 
gain whom I would facrifice every thing. 

Sfiaie, Now, indeed, your condu6i appears con- 
iiftent ; — ^but pray, how came you and Mr. Surface 
fo confidential ? 

Z. Sneerm For our mutual intereft ; he pretends 
to, and recommends fentiraent and liberality ; but I 
know him to be artful, clofe and malicious. In 
fhort, a fentimental knave ; while with Sir Peter, 
UXkd indeed with mod c^ his acquaintance, he pafTes 
for a youthful miracle of virtue, good fcnfe, and be- 
nevoknco * 

Snaie. ^?e8, I know Sir Peter vows he has not 
liis fellow in England, and has praifed him as a man 
of chara^er ^d fentiment. 

Z. Snfcr. Yes ; and with the appearance of be- 
ing fentimental, he has brought Sir Peter to favour 
his addreffcs to Maria, while poor Charles has no 
friend in the boufe, though 1 fear he has a power- 
ful one in Maria's heart> againfl whom we muft 
direct our fchemes. 

£nier Servant. 
£rr. Mr. Surface, Madam. 
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L. Sneer* Shew him up — (Exit Servaa^J-^hQ 
generally calls about this hour — I don't wonder at 
people's giving him to me for a lover* 

£nter Joseph Surface, 

yof. Lady Sneerwell, good morning to you.-— 
Mr. Snake, your moft obedient. 

L. Sneer. Snake has juil been rallying me upon 
our attachment, but I have told him our real 
views ; I need not tell you how ufeful he has been 
to usy and believe me, our confidence has not been 
ill-placed. 

J^of, Oh, Madam, *tis impoffible for me to fuf- 
pe£l a man of Mr. Snake's merit and accomplifh- 
ments. 

Z.. Sneer* Oh, no compUments; but tell me 
when you faw Maria, or what's more material to us» 
your brother. 

^of. I have not feen either fince I left you ; 
but I can tell you they never met. Some of your 
Tories have had a good eSed in that quarter. 

Z». Sneer* The merit of this, my dear Snake, 
belongs to you ; but do your brother's diftrefles in- 
creafe ^ 

yof, Every hour-r-I am told he had another ex- 
ecution in his houfe yeftcrday — in (hort, his dlfli* 
pation and extravagance exceeds any thing I ever 
heard. 

L, Sneer. Poor Charles ! 

^of. Aye, poor Charles indeed ! notwithftand- 
ing his extravagance one cannot help pitying him ; 
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T wifh It was in my power to be of any cflential fcr- 
Ticc to him ; for the man who does not feel for the 
diftreffes of a brother, even though merited by his 
own mifconduft, deferves to be — 

L* Sneer. Now you are going to be moral and 
forget you are among friends. 

Jof. Gad, fo I was, ha { ha !— I'll keep that 
fentiment 'till I fee Sir Peter, ha ! ha I however it 
would certainly be a generous aft in you to refcue 
Maria from^fuch a libertine, who, if he is to be 
reclaimed at all, can only be fo by a perfon of your 
fuperior accomplifhments and underftanding. 

Snahe. I believe Lady Sneerwell, here's com- - 
pany coming ; 1*11 go and copy the letter I men- 
tioned to your lady(hip. Mr. Surface your moll 
obedient. \_Exit Snake* 

Jof. Mr. Snake, your moft obedient, I won- 
der. Lady Sneerwell, you would put any confi- 
dence in that fellow, 
r L. Sneer. Why fo ? 
• Jof. I have difcovered he has of late had feveral 
conferences with old Rowley, who was formerly my 
father's fteward ; he has never, you know, been a 
friend of mine. 

X. Sneer. And do you think he would betray us ? 

Jof. Not unlikely ; and take my word for it. 
Lady Sneerwell, that fellow has not virtue enough 
to be faithful to his own villanies. 
# 

Enter Maria. 

L. Sneer. Ah, Maria, my dear, how do you 
a© ?-^"What's the matter ? 
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Maria, Nothing, Madam, only this odious Toyct 
of mine, Sir Benjamin Backbite, and his uncle 
Crab tree, jud called in at my guardian's, but I took 
the lirft opportunity to dip out, and tun away to 
your Jadyfhip. 

JL, Sneer, Is that all ? 

Jof, Had my brother Charles been of the party 
you would not have been fo much alarmed. 

L. Sneer. Nay, now you are too feverc;.; for I 
dare fay the truth of the matter ia, Maria heard you 
was here,, and therefore came. — ;Eut pray, Maria, 
what particular objedlion have you to Sir Benjamia 
that you avoid him fo I 

Maria. Oh, Madam,, he has done nothing ; bat 
his whole converfation is a perpetual libel upon all 
his acquaintance* 

Jof. Yes, and the word of it is,, there is no ad- 
vantage in not knowing him,^ for he would abufe a 
ftranger as foon as his bed friend, and his uncle la 
as bad. 

Maria, For my own part, I own wit lofcs its 
refpeft with me, when I fee it in company witbk 
malice ; — ^what think you, Mr. Surface I 

Jof, To be fure, Madam — to fmile at a jeft that 
plants a thorn in the bread of another^ is to become 
z, principal in the mifchief. 

L, Sneer, Pfha — there is no poffibility of beings 
^tty without a little ill-nature; the malice in a 
good thing is the barb that makes it ftfck. — What 
is your real opinion, Mr. Surface ? 
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JoJ. Why, my opinion is, that where the fpirit 
cf raillery is fupprefled, the converfation muft be 
naturally infipid. 

Maria. Well, I will not argue how far (lander 
may be allowed, but in a man, I am fure it is de- 
fpifable. — We have pride, envy, rivalftiip, and a 
thoufand motives to depreciate' each other \ but the 
m^le flanderer, muft have the cowardice of a wo* 
man, before he can traduce one. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv* Mrs. Candour, Madam, if you are at lei> 
fure, will leave her carriage. 

L, Sneer* Defire her to v^ralk up (Exit Servant.) 
Now, Maria, here's a charader to your tafte ; 
though Mrs. Candour is a little talkative, yet every 
body allows fhe is the beft natured fort of woman in 
the world. 

Maria* Yes— with the very grofs affe£lation of 
good nature, (he does more mifchief, than the di- 
rect malice of old Crabtree. 

Jof. Faith it's very' true ; and whenever 1 hear 
the current of abufe running hard againft the cha- 
racters of my bell friends, 1 never think them in 
fucb danger, as when Candour undertakes their de« 
fence. 

X. Sneer* Hu(h ! hu(h ! here (he is. 

Enter Mrs* Candour. 

Mrs, Can. Oh ! my dear Lady Sneerwcll ; well, 
how do you do ? Mr. ^urface, your moft obedi- 
ent—Is there ^ny news abroad ? No ! — nothii^ 
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gQod I fnppofe— No ! nothing but fcandal !— -no* 
tiling but fcandal! 

Jfof. Juft fo indeed, Madam. 

Mrs. Can, Nothing but fcandal ! — Ah, Maria» 
bow do you do child ; what, is every thing at ao 
end between you and Charles ? What, he is too 
extravagant— Aye ! the town talks of nothing elfe. 

Maria* I am forry. Madam, the town is fo ill 
employed. 

Mrs. Can, Aye, fo am I child — ^but what can 
one do ? we can*t flop peoples tongues : — They 
hint too, that your guardian and his Lady don't 
live fo agreeable together as they did. 

Maria. I am fure fuch reports are without foun- 
dation. 

Mri, Can, Aye, fo thefe things generally are— 
^tis like Mrs. Fafhion's affair with Colonel Coterie ; 
though> indeed, that affair was never rightly clear- 
ed up; and it was but ycfterday Mifs Prim affured 
me, that Mr. and Mrs. Honeymoon are now be- 
come mere man and wife, like the reft of their ac- 
quaintance. She likewife hinted, that a certain 
widow in the next ftreet, had got rid of Fier dropfy^ 
and recovered her ihape in a moft furprizing man- 
ner. 

^of. The licence of invention, fome people give 
themfelves, is aftonifhing. 

Mrs. Can, 'Tia fo — but how. will you ftop peo- 
ples tongues ? *Twas but ycfterday Mrs. Clacket in- 
formed nie, that our old friend, Mifs Prudely> 
was going to elope, and that her guardian caught 
her juft ftepping into the York Diligencei with her 
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dancing mailer. I was informed too, that Lord 
Flimfy caught his wife at a houfe of no extraordi- 
nary fame, and thajt Tom Saunter and Sir Harry 
Idle, were to meafure fwords on a fimllar occafion — 
Bu* I dare fay there is no truth in the ftory, and I 
would not circulate fuch a report for the world. 

Jof, You report !— No, no, no. 

Mrs. Can. No, no— tale-bearers- are ]uft ai bad 
as the tale-makers. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv^ Sir Benjamin Backbite and Mr. Crabtree. 

\JExit ServarJn 

Enter Sir Benjamin a»^ Crabtree. 

Crab. Lady Sneerwell, your moft obedient hum- 
ble fervant. Mrs. Candbur, 1 believe you don't 
know my nephew, Sir Benjamin Backbite ; he ha» 
a very pretty tafte for poetry, and fhall make a. rebus 
er a charade with any one. 

Sir Benj. Oh fie \ uncle. 

Crah, In feith he will — ^Did you ever hear the 
lines he made at Lady Ponto's route, on Mrs. Friz- 
zle's feathers catching fire ; and the rebufes-^his 
firft is the name of a fifti 5 the next a great naval 
commander, and — 

Sir Benj, Unde^ now prythee; 

L. Sneer. I wonder, Sir Benjamin, you never 
publifti any tiling. 

Sir Benj. Why, to fay the truth, 'tis very vul^ 
gar ta print — and as my little productions are chiefly 
jGitirti> and lampoons on particular perfons, I find 
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they circnlate better by giving copies in confidence 
to the friends of the patties ; — ^liowever I have fomc 
love ekgics, which, when favourrj by the lady'» 
fmiles, (to Maria) I mean to give to the public, 

C'ra5, 'Foregadi Madam, they'll immortalize 
you, (io Martd) you will be handed down to pof- 
terityj like Petrarch's Laura, or Waller's Sacha- 
rifla. 

Sir Benj. Yes,. Madam, I think you'll like them, 
(to Maria) when you fh'all fee them on a beaut Ifuh 
quarto type, where a neat rivulet of text (hall mur- 
mur £hro' a meadow of margin ;-— 'foregad they'll 
be the moft elegant thing* of their kind. 

Crab. But| odfo, Ladies, did you hear the 
news. ? 

Mrs. Can. What — do you mean the report oS— . 

Cridf. No, Madam, that's not it — Mifs Nicely 
going to be married to her own footman. 

Mrs. Can. ImpofHble ! 

Sir Benj. *Tis very true, indeed Madam ; every 
thing is fixed, and the wedding liveries befpoke. 

Crab. Yes, and they do fay there were very prct 
fing reafdns for it. 

iJfnf. Can.. X heard fomethlng of this before. 

L. Sneer. Oh ! it cannot be ; and I wontler 
they'd report fuch a thing of fo prudent a lady. 

Sir Benj. Oh ! but Madam, that is the very rea-r 
fon that it was believed at once ; for fhe has aiwaya 
been fo very cautious and referved, that every body 
was furc there was fome reafon for it at bottonou 
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Mrs. Can. It is true, there is a fort of puny^ 
iickly reputation, that would outlive the robuiler 
charader of an hundred prudes. 

Sir Benj. True, Madam ; there are Valetudina* 
mns in reputation as well as confHtution, who be- 
ing confcious of their weak part, avoid the leaft 
breath of air, and fupply their want of ftainina bjr 
care and circumfpedion. 

Mrs. Can. I believe this may be fome miftake ; 
you know. Sir Benjamin, very trifling circumftancer 
have often given rife to the mod ingenious tales. 

CraB. Very true;— 4>ut odfo, ladies, did you 
bear of Mifs Letitia Piper's lofing her lover and her 
chara&er at Scarborough — Sir Benjamin^ you re* 
member it. 

Sir BiHJ. Ohf to be furci the moft whimfical cir* 
cnmftance ! 

L. Snar. Pray kt ua hear it. 

Crak Why, one evening at Lady Spadille's aC> 
fembly, the converfation happened to turn upon 
the difficulty of breeding Nova Scotia fheep in this 
country; no, fays a lady prefent, I have feen an 
inftance of it, for a coufin of mine, Mifs Letitia 
Piper, had one that produced twins. What, what, 
(ays old Lady Dundizzy, (whom we all know is as 
deaf as a.poft) has Mifs Letitia Piper had twins.— 
This you may eafily imagine, fct the company in a 
loud laugh; and the next morning it was every 
where reported, and believed, that Mifs Letitia 
Piper had aAually been brought to bed of a fine 
boy and girl. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, ha* 
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Crab. *Ti8 true, upon my honour.— Oh, Mr. 
Surface, how do you do ; I hear your uncle, Sir 
Oliver, 16 expedled in town ; fad news upon hia 
arrival, to hear how your brother has gone on. 

jfof. I hope no bufy people have already preju- 
diced his uncle againft him— he may reform. 

Sir Benj^ True, he may ;. for my part, I never 
thought him fo utterly void of principles as people 
fay — and though he ha» loft all his friends, Itam 
told no body is better fpoken of amoneft the Jews. 

Crah^ 'Foregad if the Old- Jewry was a ward, 
Charles would be an alderman, for he pays as many 
annuities as the lri(h Tontine ; and when he is iick^ 
they have prayers for his recovery in all the Syna- 
gogues. 

Sir Benj* Yet no man lives in greater fplendour.— 
They tell me,^when he entertains his friends, he 
can fit down to dinner with a dozen of his own fe-^ 
cnrkies, have a fcore of tradefmen watting in the 
anti-chamber, and an officer behind every guefl't 
chair* 

Jof. This may be entertaining to you, gentle- 
men — ^but you pay very little regard to the feelingt. 
of a brother. 

Maria. Their malice is intokrable. (Afide) Lad]r 
SneerweU, I muft wifh you a good morning; I'm 
not very well. \Exit Maria« 

Mrs. Can. She changes colour. 

JL. Sneer. I^o, Mrs. Candour, follow hen 

Mrs. Can. To be fure I will — poor dear girl^ 
who knows what her fituation may be ? 

[iMrx. Candour /o//ow/^ 
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L. Sneer. 'Twas nothing, but that (he could not 
"bear to hear Charles refleded on, notwithftanding. 
their difierence. 

Sir Benj, The young lady's penchant is obvious. 

Crah, Qomty don't let this difhearten yon — foU 
low hfer, and repeat fome of your odes^ to her, and 
I'll affitl you* 

Sir Benj, Mr. Surface, I did not come to hurt 
you, but depend on't your brother is utterly un-^ 
done. 

Crah. Oh! undone as CTer- man was— can't raifev 
a guinea. 

Sir Ben), Every thing is fold, I am told, that 
was moveable. 

Cral. Not a moveable left, except fomc old bot-» 
tics, and fome piftu^es, and. they fcemed- to br 
framed in tlic wainfcot, egad. 

Sir Benj. . I am.forry to hear alfo fomc bad. ftories^ 
of hiou 

Crah. Oh ! he has done many mean things, that^t> 
certain. 
, Sir Benj. But, however, he's your brother. 

Crah. Aye ! as he's your brother — we'll tell you 
jnore another opportunity. 

Sir Bery, Yes I as he's your, brother— we'll tell 
you more another opportunity. 

[^Exeunt CrdJb anei Sir Benjamin. 

L. Sneer, 'Tis very hard for them, indeed, to 
Jcavca liibjedi;. they have not quite run down, 

^0/1 And I fancy their abufc was no more ac- 
rpUbk -to jour ladylhip than to Mai'vau 
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Z. Sneer^ I doubt her affeflions are further en- 
..gaged than wc imagine ; — ^but the family are to be 
here this afternoon, fo you may as well dine where 
you are ; we (hall have an opportunity of obferving 
her further ;' — in the mean time I'll go and plot 
mifchief, and you (hall ftudy. [^Exeunt, 



SCENE IT. 

Sir Peter. Teazle's Houfe^ 

Enter Sir Peter Teazle. 

Sir Pet. When an old batchelor marries a young 
wife, what is he to expeA ? — 'TIs not above fix 
months fince my Lady Teazle made me the happlcft 
of men — ^and I have been the mod miferable dog 
ever fince. — ^We tiftcd a little going to church, 
and fairly quarrelled before the bells were done 
ringing. I was more than once nearly choaked with 
gall during the honey-moon, and had lofl every fa- 
tlsfadion in life, before my friends had done wifh- 
ing me joy — and yet, I chofe with caution a girl 
bred wholly in the country, who had never known 
luxury, beyond one filk gown, or diffipation be- 
yond the annual gala of a race ball. — ^Yct now (he 
plays her part in all the extravagant fopperies of the 
^own, with as good a grace as if (he had never feen 
a*bufh, or a grafs plot out of Grofvenor-fquare. — I 
am fneered at by all my acquaintance — ^^^r&.^t^:^t\ 
in the Bewfp^pers-^Qje dif^utes my /ortune, ^\A co^* 
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tradids all my humonn. — And yet, the worft of it 
h, I doubt I love heri or I (hould never bear a& 
thts — but I am determined never to be weak enough 
to let her know it — ^No ! no ! no4 

Enter Rowley. 

Row* Sir Peter your fervant» how do you find 
yourfelf to day ? 

Sir Pet. Very bad» mafler Rowley ; Tery bad 
indeed. 

Row* I'm forry to hear that-^what has happen- 
ed to make you uneafy fince yefterday ? 

Sir Pet* A pretty queftion truly to a married 
man. 

Row, Sure my lady is not the caufe I 

^f> Pet. Why ! has any one told jpu /he was 
dead? 

Row. Come, come. Sir Peter, notwithftanding 
you fometimes difpute and difagree, 1 am fure you 
love her. 

Sir Pet* Aye, mafter Rowley ; but the worft of 
it is, that in all our difputes and quarrels, Hie is 
ever in the wrong, and continues to thwart and 
vex me ; — I ara myfelf the fweeteft tempered maa 
in the world, and fo I tell her an hundred times a 
day. 

Row. Indeed, Sir Peter! 

Sir Pet, Yes — and then there's Lady Sneerwell, 
and the fet (he meets at her houfe, encourage her 
to difobcdience ; and Maria, my ward, fhc too pre- 
fumes to have a will of her own, and refufes the 
man I propofe for her; defigning, I fuppofe, to 



* 
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beftow herfelf and fortune upon tbat profligate hit 
brother. 

Row. You know. Sir Peter, I haTe often taken 
the liberty to differ in opinion with you in regard 
lo thefe two young men ; for Charles, my life on't, 
will retrieve all one day or other. — ^Their worthy far 
ther, my once honoured mafter, at his years, >waa 
foil a« wild and extravagant as Charles no^ is ; but 
at his death he did not leave a more benevolent heait 
to lament his lofs. 

Sir Pet. You are wrong, viafter Rowley, you 
arc very wrong. By their father's will, you know, 
I became guardian of thefe young men, which gave 
me an opportunity of knowing their different difpo- 
iitions ; but their uncle's Eaftern liberality foon 
took them out of my power, by giving them an 
early independence. — But for Charles, whatever 
good qualities he might have inherited, they are long 
fince fquandered away with the reft of his fortune.-*— 
Jofeph, indeed, is a pattern for the young men of 
the age — a youth of the nobleft fentiments, and 
adis up to the fentiments he profeffes. 

Row. Well, well. Sir Peter, I (han't oppofe 
your opinion at prefent, though I am forry you are 
pr(yudiccd againft Charles, as this may probably be 
the moll critical period of his life, for his uncle. Sir 
Oliver, is arrived, and now in town. 

Sir Pet. What ! my old friend, Sir Oliver, isJie 
arrived ? I thought you had not expefted him this 
month. 

Row. No more we did, Sir, but his paffagc has 
been remarkably quick. 
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Sir Pet. I fhall be he^rtHy glad to fee him — ^^tis 
fixteen years (Ince old Nol and I met — ^but does he 
ilill enjoin us to keep his arrival a Tecret from his 
ucpheiys ? 

■ Row. He does, Sir ; and is determined, under a 
feigned charader, to make trial of their different 
difpofitions. 

Sir Pet. Ah ! there is no need of. it, for Jofeph 
I am fore, is the man — but hark'y, Rowley, does 
Sir Oliver know that I am married ? 

Row. He does, Sir, and intends fhortly to wifh 
you joy. 

Sir Pet. What, as we wifh heahh to a fnend in 
a confumption. — But I muft have him at my lioufe 
—do you condu6l him, Rowley : fU go and give 
•orders for his reception f going J. We ufed to rail at 
matrimony together — ^he has flood firm to his text.— 
But, Rowley, don't give him the leafl hint that 
mj wife and I difkgree, for I would have him think 
( Heaven forgive lu^yl'that we are a very Tiappy cou- 
pie. 

Row. Then you muft be careful not to quarrel 
whiifl heishere. 

Sir Pet. And fo we muft — ^but that will be im- 
poffible ! — ^Zounds, Rowley, when an old batohelor 
marries a young wife, he deferves — aye, he defervcs 
— no — the crime carries the punifhment along with 
it. 
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JICT JJ. SCENEiL 



Sir Peter Teazle's Houfe, 
Enter Sir Peter and Lady Teazle, 

Sir Peter. 
Lady Teazle, Lady Teazle, I won't bear it. , 

2r. Tea%. Very well, Sir Peter, you may bear it 
or not, juft as you pleafe j but I know I onght to 
liave my own way in every thing, and what's more, 
I will. 

Sir Pet. What, Madam ! is there no refpeA due 
to the authority of >a hufband ? 

L. Tea%. Why, don't Ilcnow that no woman of 
fafhion does as fhe is bidsafter her marriage. — 
Though I was bred in the country, Pm no ftranger 
to that : if you wanted me to be obedient, you 
ihould have .*'opted me, and not married me — I'm 
iure you are old enough. 

Sir Pet. Aye, there it is — Oons, Madam, what 
.*ight have you to • run me into all this extrava- 
^n<?e ? 

L. Tea%. I'm fure I am not more extravagant 
^han a woman of quality ought to be. 

Sir Pet. 'Slife, Madam, 1*11 have no more fums 
fquandered away upon fuch unmeaning luxuries ; 
you have as many flowers in your dreSItvg*tQ^A£i>^ ^.^ 
B 
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would turn the Pantbeon into a green-houfe ; or 
4nake a Fete Champetre at Chriftmag^ 

Z. Teaz, Lord, Sir Pctci, am I to blame that 
flowers don't Wow in -cold weather ; you muft blame 
the climate, and not m^— I'm fore, for my part, I 
wi(h it was Spring' all the year round, stikd that ro&t 
grew under our feet. 

Sir Pet. Zounds, Madam, I fhould not wonder 
at your extravagance if you had been bred to it- 
Had you anyx)f thefie things before you married 
ane ? 

I^ Teaz, Lord, Sir Peter, how can you be an* 
grj at thofe little elegant expences ? 

Sir Pet, Had you any of thofe little elegant ex- 
pences when you married me ? 

/•. Teaz. For my part, I think you ought to be 
-plcafed your wiiip (houla be thought a woman of 
tafte. 

Sir Pet. Zounds, Madam, you had no tafte 
^hen you married roe. 

- L. Teaz, Very true, indeed ; and after having 
•married you, 1 never fhould pretend to tafte again. 

Sir Pet. Very well, very well, Madam— You 
have entirely forgot what your fituation was wheB 
iirft I faw you. 

L, Teak,. No, no, I have not ; a very difagrec* 
able fituation it was, or I'm fure Inever fhould have 
married you. 

Sir Pet. You forget the humble flate I took yoU 
from — the daughter of a poor country 'Squire — 
When I came to your father'*, I found you fitting 
at your tambour, in a lineo gown, a bunch of keys 



Act n* SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL; ^7 

to your fide, and your hair combed fmootjily over ^ 
roll 

/r. T^az. Yes, I remehiber very well ; — my daily 
occupation was to overlook the dairy, fuperintend 
the poultry, make extrafts from the family receipt 
tbook, and comb my aunt Deborah's lap dog. 

Sir PeL Oh 1 I am glad to find you have fo good 
ft recoUedion. 

L. Tea%^ My evening employments were to draw 
patterns for ruffles, which I had no materials to 
make up ; play at Pope Joan with the Curate ; read 
ia fermon to my aunt Deborah, or perhaps be ftuck 
up at an old fpinnet to tune my father to ileep after 
a fox chace. 

Sir Pet. Then you was glad to takfe a ride out 
behind the butler, upon the old dock'd coach 
horfe. 

L. Tea%. No, no, I deny the butler and the 
coach horfe. 

Sir Pet, I fay you did. This was your fitua- 
tion — ^Now, Madamj you muft have your coach, 
vis-a-vis, and three powdered footmen to walk be- 
fore your chair ; and in fninmer, two white cats 
to draw you^to Kenfington Gardens : and inflead 
of your living in that hole in the country, I have 
brought you home here, made a woman of fortune 
of you, a teominfi of quality — in fhort, Madam, I 
have ihade you my wife. 

i,, Tea%. Well, arid there is but one thing more 
you can now do to add to the obligation, and that 

Sir Petn To make you 5t widow, I fu^^ofc* 
B 2 
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L. Teaz, Hem ! 

Sir Pet, Very well. Madam, very well ; I am 
much obliged to you for the hint. 

Zr. Teaz. Why then will you force me to fay 
(hocking things to you. But now we have finifhed 
our morning converfation, I prefume I may go to 
my engagements at Lady Snc^fwclFs. 

Sir Pet. Lady Sneerwell ! — a precious acquaint- 
ance you have made with her too, and the fet that 
frequent her houfe — Such a fct, mercy on us !— - 
Many a wretch who has been drawn upon a hur- 
dle, has done lefs mifchief than thofe barterers of 
forged lies, coiners of fcandad^ and clippers of re- 
putation. 

L, Teaz, How can you be fo fevere ; I'm fure 
they are all people of fafhion, and very tenacious of 
reputation. 

Sir Pet, Yes, fo tenacious of it, they'll not al- 
low it to any but themfelves. 

L, Teaz, I vow. Sir Peter, when I fay an ill- 
natured thing I mean no harm by it, for I take it 
for granted they'd do the fame by me. 
■' Sir PeU They've made you as bad as any cf 
, them. 

L, Teaz. Ye5 1 think I bear my part with 

a tolerable grace. 

Sir Pet, Grace, indeed !~ 

L, Teaz, Well, but Sir Pete^, you know you 
■|ta)mife,d to come. 

Sir Pei. Well, I fhall juft call in to look after 
my own chara^cr* 

r0- . 
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L. Teaz. Then upon my word, jou muft make 
. kafle after me, or you'll be too late. 

lExU L. Teazle. 

Sir Pet, I have got much by my intended expof- 
tulation-— What a charming air (lie has ! — what a 
neck, and how plcafingly rtie fhows her contempt of 
my authority .'—Well, though I can't make her 
love me, 'tis fome pleafure to teize her a little, 
and I think (he never appears to fuch advantage, as 
when (he is doing every thing to. vex and plague 
»e» lExit, 



SCENE IL 

' Lady Snbe&well's Houfe. 

EtUer Lady Sneerwell, Crabtree, Sir BtHjA- 
MiNy JossPH, Mrs. Candour, ^zW Maria. 

i. Sneer.. Nay, pofitivcly we'll have it. 

Jof. Aye, aye,, the epigram by all means. 

Sir Benj^ Oh ! plague on it, it's mere nonfenfe.- 

Crab, Taitb, Ladies, 'twas excellent for an ex- 
tempore. 

Sir Benj, But, Ladies, you fhould be acquaint- 
ed with the circumftances You mufl know that. 

one day laft week, as Lady Bab Curricle vj;^^ VdV- 
wg the duli in Hyde-Park, in a fott o^ ^xxo^ecvm^ 
pbaston, the dciircd mc to write fomc vc\l^^ o\i V^^ 
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ponies ; upon which 1 took out my pocket book| 
und in a moment produced the following : 

" Sure never were feen two fuch beautiful po*. 
niesy 

** Other hoifes arc clowns, — ^but thcfc macaro- 
nies ; 

*< To give them this title I'm furc can't be 
wrong, 

« Their legs are fo Aim and their ta£lg are ftx 
long.v 

Crah. There, Ladies done in the crack of sir 

whip — and on horfeback too ! 

j^of. Oh J a very Phcebus mount-cd— — * 
Mrs* C(fffn 1 rouft have a copyi 

£nier Lady TeA2lk. / 

^ Z, Stieer, Lady Teazile, how do you ^Qf-^l hop« 
we fhall fee Sir Peter. 

L» Teaz. I believe he will wait on ^ y ow lady^ 
Ihip pref^ntly. 

L, Sneer. Maria my love, you look grave ; comc^ 
you (hall fit down to piquet with Mr. Surfiace. 

Maria. I take very little pleafure in cards — but 
I'll do as your ladyfhip pleafes* 

i. Team, I wonder he would fit down, to cards 
with Maria, — I thought he would have taken aa 
opportunity of fpeaking to me before Sir Peter 
came. LAfi^* 

Mrs. Can. Well, now I'll forfwear his fociety< 

Z. Tfaa. What's the maUer, "fc/k^ Caxid^\a\ 
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Mrs^ Can* Why, tbcy are fo* cenTonous they 
won't allow our friend, Mifs Vermillion^ to be hand- 
feme. 

Z. Sneer. Oh, furely (he's a pretty woman. 

CraL I'm glad you think fo. 

Mrs* Can. She has a charming freffi colour^ 

L. Teaz. Yes, when it is frefli put on. 

Mrs, Can, Well, I'll fwear its natural, for I've 
feen it eome and go. 

L, Teaz, Yes, it comes at night, and goes again 
in the morning. 

Sir Benj, True, Madam, it not only goes and 
comes, but what's more, egad her maid can fetch 
and carry it. 

Mrs, Cans Well,r^.ini«and what do you think of 
ter fitter ? 

Crak What, Mrs, Evergreen— 'foregady fhc^'s^ 
fix and fifty if {he'$ a 4ay. 

Mrs, Can, Nay, I'll fwear two or three and 
fifty is the outfide— «-^X dpa't tbivk (he lookt 
more. 

Sir Benj, Oh, there's no judging by her looks^ 
unlefs we could fee^ her fice* . 

L, Sneer, Well, if Mrs. Evergreen does take 
fome pains to repair the ravages of time, (he cer- 
tainly cffe6^s it with great ingenuity, and furely 
that's better than the carclefs manner in which the 
widow Oaker chalks her wrinkles. 

Sir Benj, Nay, now my lady SncerwcH, you are 
too fevere upon the widow — ^Come, It is not that 
(he paints fo lU, but when the Y>3i% ?itv\ftv.«.^\v« W.^^ 
/be joins it fo baiily to *^er ixecV> ^.\«^ ^^ V^O*.^ 
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Uke a mended ftatue, in which the connoiifeur may 
fee at oxure^ that the head is modern, though the 
trunk's antique. 

Crab, What do you think of Mifs Simper ? 
Sir Benj. Why, (he has pretty teeth. 
Z. Tcaz. Yes, and upon that account never fliHts 
her mouth, but keeps it always a-jar, as it were,, 
thus fjheivs her teeth), 
Omnes* Ha, ha, ha. 

Z». Teaz. And yet I vow that's better than the 
pains Mrs.. Prim takes tq conceal her lofles in front ; 
Jhe draws her mouth till it refemhles the aperture 
of a poor-box, and all her wqrds appear to flide- 
cut edge- way 6 as it were, thus — ^-^ 

** How do you dof madam ? — Tesy madam.^^ 
L» Sneer, Ha, ha, ha ; very well, Lady Tea* 
zle — I vow you appear to be a little fevere. 

L. Tea%. In defence of' a firiend, you know, it. 
is but juft — But here comes Sir Peter to' fpoil our 
pleafantry. 

£nter Sir Petbrv 

Sir Pet » Ladiesyourfervant— mercy ijponmel— - 
The whole fet: — a charafter dead at every fentence. 

ZJJde. 
Mrs. Can. They won't allow good qualities to* 
any one — not even good-nature to our friend Mrs. 
Purfey* 

Cral^. What ! the old fat dowager that was at 
Mrs. QuadtiUc's laft nigl^. 



Act II. SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 33- 

Mrs. Can, Her bulk .is her misfortune; and 
when fhe takes fuch pains to gel rid of it, you oughr 
not to refleA on her. 

jL. Sneer. That's very true, indeed. 

L. Tea%. Yes, — I'm told fhe abfolutely lives upon: 
acids and fmall whey, and laces herfelf with pullies. 
Often in the hotteft day in fummer, you (hall fee 
her on a little fquat poney, with her hair platted 
and turned up like a drummer, and away fh^ goes 
puffing round the ring, in a full trot. 

Sir Pet, Mercy on me ! this is her own rela- 
tion ; a perfon they dine with twice a week. \_Afide» 

Mrs, Can, I vow you (han't be fo feverc upon! 
the dowager; for let me tell you, great allowances 
are to be made for a woman who flrives to paFs for 
a flirt at fix and thirty. 

i. Sneer, Though furely (he's handfome ilill ; 
and for the weaknefs in her eyes, confidering howr 
much Ihe reads by candle-Kght, 'tis not ta be won- 
dered at. ' . 

Mrs Can, Very true ; and for her manner, . I 
think it Very graceful, confidering (he never had 
any education ;, for her mother, you know, was a 
Welch milliner, and her fafther a fugar-baker at 
Briftol. 

Sir Eenj, Aye, you are. both of you too good- 
natured 

Mrs. Can. Well, I will never join in the ridi- 
cule of a friend ; fo I tell my coufin Ogle, and you 
all know what prctenfions fhe has lo bt-a^wV^^ 

B5 
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CrJf. She has the oddeft connteiumce — m coOec- 
tioo of £ntarrs from all corners of the globe. 

Sir Bry. She has, indeed, an Lriih firouu 

CrS. Caledonian locks. 

Sir Benj, Dutch nofe. 

Crah. Auftrian lips. 

Sir Benj, The coBpIexion of m Spaniard. 

Cral. And teeth a la Chinoife. 

Sir BfKT. In (bort, her face refembles a table 
d'hote at Spa, where no two guefts are of a nation. 

Crji, Or a Congrefs at the dofe of a general 
war, where ercry member feems to hare a difkrent 
intereil, zrA the nofe and chin are the only parties 
Kkely to join iffue. 

Sir BtKu Ha, ha, ha. 

Z. Saf^r. Ha, ha. — Wdl, I vow yon are a cou- 
ple of provoking tcads. 

iff-/. Can. Well, I vow yon flian't carry the 
laa^h fo— let me tell you that, Mrs. Ogle — 

Sir Pet. Madam, madam, 'tis impoffible to ftop 
thcfe gpod gentlemen's tongues ; but when I tell 
you, Mrs. Candour, that the !ady they are fpeak- 
ing of is a particuLr friend of mine, I hope you 
will be fo good as not to undciiake her defence. 

L. Sn^er. Well faid. Sir Peter; but you are a 
crutl creature, too phlegmatic yourlelf for a wit, 
and too peevlfh to allow it to others. 

Sir Pet. True wit, madam, is more nearly allied 
to good nature than you are aware of. 

Z.. Teavi. True, Sir Peter; I believe they arc 
fb near a-kin that they can never be united. 
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Sir Benj. Or rather, madam, fuppofe them to be 
man and wife, one fo feldom fees them together. 

Z. Teax, But Sir Peter is fuch an enemy to 
fi^andal, I believe he would }axt it put down by 
Parliament. 

Sir Pet. 'Foregadr mad^m, if they conlidercd 
t^e fporting with reputation* of as much confe- 
^uence as poaching oq. manors, and paffed an a6i. 
for the prefenration of fame, they would find many 
would thank them for the bilL 

L. Snitr. Oh Iwd !— Sir Peter would deprive uk 
of oxir j^rlvileges^ 

Sir Pet. Yes, madam; and none (hould then have 
the liberty to kill eharafters, and run down repu- 
tations, but prlvikj^ed old maids, and dlfappotnted' 
widows. 

Z. Sneer. Go, you monfter I 

Mrs. Can. Put Aire you would n;>t be .fo fevere 
on thpfe who only report what they, hear? 

Sir Pet* Yes, madaoii I would have law for 
them too ;; wherever the drawer of the lie was not 
tp be fpun^, th^ injured party (h9uld hayf a right 
to come on any of the indorfers. 

Crab. Well, I verily believe there never was a 
fjijandalous ftpry without fome fot^odationi 

Sir Pet. Nine put of tpn are formed on fom« 
malicious^ inventiop, or idle reprefentation. 

L. Sneer. Cpme, ladies^ ih^U we fit 4oW4 t^^ 
cards in. the ne)^ rppm I 
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Enter a Seryant, who whifptrs Sir Peter. 

S\r PeU PU come diredly* — I'll ileal away un* 
perceived. \^Afide. • 

L, Sneer. Sir Peter, you're not leaving us. 

Sir Pet, I beg pardon, ladies, 'tis particular bu- 
imefs, and I nauft — but I leave my charader behind 
me. [^x/V Sir Peter. 

Sir Benj. Well, certainly Lady Teazle, that lord 
of yours, is a ftnmge being ; -I could tell you fome 
ftories of him would make you laugh heartily, ifiic 
was not your hufband. 

X. Teaz, Oh, never mind that — this^ay. 

[^7Aey walk up and exeunt. 

jfof. You take no^ pkafure in this fociety. (Ta- 
Maria). 

. Maric^ How can I ^ If to raife a malicious 
fmile at the misfortunes and infirmities of thofe- 
who are unhappy, be a- proof of wit and humour. 
Heaven grant n^e a double portion of dulnefs. 

Jof. And yet, they have no malice in their 
hearts. iw*?," 

Maria. Then ft is the more inexcufable, fince 
nothing but an ungovernable depravity of heart, 
could tempt them to fuch a pra^ice. 

jfof. And is it poffible, Maria, that you can thus 
feel for others, and yet be cruel to me alone ? — ^Is 
hope to be denied the tendereft paffion ? 

Maria. Why will you^perfift to perfecute me on 
a fubjeft on which you have long fince known my 
^^exUiments. • 
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Jof, OK, Maria, you would not be thus deaf to 
me, but that Charles, that libertine, Is ftill a fa- 
voured rival. - 

Maria, Ungeneroufly urged; but whatever my 
fentimenta are, with regard to that unfortunate 
young man*, be aflured, I fhall not confidcr myfelf 
more bound to give him up, becaufe his misfor- 
tunes have loft him the regards — even of a brother— 
[Going out, 

Jof, Nay, Maria, you (hall not leave me with a 
frowi> ; by all that's honeft I fwear — (Kneels^ and 
fees Lady Teazle entering behind) Ah ! Lady Tea- 
zle, ah f you fhall not ftir — (To Maria) I have 
the greateft regard in the world for Lady Teazle j 
-but if Sir Peter was once to fufpedl— 

Maria. Lady Teazle ! — . 

L, Teaz. What is all thfs, child ? — You are 
wanting in the next room. (Exit Marla)'—Whvit 
is the meanrng of all this ? — What ! did you mif- 
take her for me ? 

^of. Why, you muft know — Maria' — by fomc 
means fufpe6Hng — the — great regard 1 entertain for 
your lady (hip — was — was — ^thr-eatening — if 1 did 
not defift, to acquaint Sir Peter — and I — I — was 
juft reafoning^ with her — 

L. Teaz. You feem to have adopted a very ten- 
der method of reafoning — pray, do you ufually 
wrgyic on your knees I 

Jof. Why, you know, fhe's but a child, and _I 
thought a little bombaft might be ufeful j:o keep 
her filent. — But, my dear Lady Teazle, when ^111 
you come and give me your opiniou of tn^ \i\^x ^x^> 
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Z. Teaz, Why, I really begin to think k not 
fo proper, and you know I admit you as a lover 
no farther than faihion di6Utes.. 

Jfof, Oh, no more ; — a mere platonic Cicifbeo, 
that every lady 18 entitled to. 

Z. Tea%. No further — and though Sir Peter's 
treatment may make me uneafy, it ihall never pro- 
voke roe — . 

^of. To the only revenge in your power. 

Z" 7eaz* Go, you infinuating wretch-— but we 
fliall be miffed, let u8 join the company. 

Jof. I'll follow your lady (hip. 

L. Teaz. Don't ftay long, for I promife you 
Maria (han't come to hear any more of your rea- 
fening. [^Exlt Lady Teazle- 

Jof. A pretty fituktion I am in — by gaining the 
wife I (hall lofe the heirefa — I at firft intended to 
make her lady (hip only the inftrument in my de- 
iigns on Maria,, but — I don't know how it is— L 
am become her ferious admirer. I begin now to 
wi(b I had not made a point of gaining fo very 
good a charader, for it has brought me into fo- 
many confounded rogueries, that I fear I (haU be 
cxpofed at laft. 

lEMt Jofeph.- 



> 
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SCENE TIL 



Sir Peter Teazle's Hovfe^ ' 

Enter Sir Oliver and Rowlst. 

Sir Oliv. Ha, ha, and fo my old friend is mar- 
ried at laft, eh Rowley — and to a young wife out 
of the country, ha, ha, ha. That he fliould buff 
to old batchelors fo long, and fink into a hufband 
at laft. 

Ro^u). But let me beg of you. Sir, not to rally 
him upon the fabjedt, for he cannot bear it, though 
he has been married thefe feven months. 

Sir OIlv, Then he . has been juft half a year oi> 
the ftool of repentance. Poor Sir Peter ! — But you 
fey he has entirely given up • Charles — never Ices 
him, eh. 

Row. His prejudice againft him is aftonifliing, 
and I believe it is greatly aggravated by a fufpicioa 
of a conneiuon between Charles aiki Lady Teazle, 
and fttch a report I know has been circulated and 
kept up, by means of Lady Sneerwell, and a fcan- 
dalous party who affociate at her houfe ; whereas I 
am convinced, if there is any partiality in the cafc> 
that Jofeph is the favourite. 

Sir Oliv* Aye, aye — I know there are a fet of 
mifchievous prating goffips, both male and female, 
who murder charaders to kill time, and rob a young 
fellow of hid good nanae^ before he has fenfe enough 
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to know the value of it : — But 1 am not to be pre*- 
judiced agafnft my nephew by any fuch, I promifc 
you — No> no, if Charles has done nothing falfe or 
mean, I fhall compound for his extravagance. 

Row. I rejoice. Sir, to hear you fay &> ; and ami 
feappy the fon of my ojd mailer has one friend left 
however. - 

Sir Oliv. What ! fhall 1 forget, Mafter Rowley, 
when J was at his years myfelf ? — egad, neither my 
brother or I were very prudent youths, and yjjt, I 
believe, you have not feen many better men than 
your old mafter was. 

Roiv, 'Tis that reflexion I build my hopes on — 
and, my life on't ! Charles will prove deferving o£ 
your kindnefs.^ — j^ut here comes Sir Peter. 

£nter Sir P^ter* 

Sir Pet. Where is he ? Where is Sir Oliver ?-r- 
Ah, my dear friend, I rejoice to fee you !: — You 
are welcome — indeed you are welcome — you are 
welcome to England a thoufand — and a thoufand. 
times ! — 

^;> Oliv. Tliank you, thank you. Sir Peter — 
and I am glad to find you fo well, believe me. 

Sir Pet. Ah, Sir Oliver! — It's fixteen years, 
fince laft we faw each other — many a bout we have, 
had together in our time I - 

Sjr Oliv. Aye I have had my fliare. — But what, 
1 find you are mari;ied — hey old boy ! — Well, well,, 
it can't be nclptd, fo I wi(h you joy with all my. 
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^V Pet. Thank 70U, thank you — Yts, Sir Oli- 
ver, I have entered into that happy ftate — ^but we 
won't talk of that now. 

Sir Oliv. That's true, Sir Peter, old friends 
(hould not begin upon grievances at their firft mectn 
iBg, n4^ no, no. 

Row. (Aftde to Sir Oliver J Have a care, Sir ;— 
don't touch upon that fubjedl. 

Sir Oliv, Well — So- one of my nephews, I find, 
is a wild young rogue. 

Sir Pet, Oh, my dear friend-, I grieve at your 
difappointmcnt there — Charles is, hideed, a fad li- 
bertine — but no matter, Jdfeph will. make you am* 
pJc amends — every body fpeaks well of him. 

Sir Qliv, I am very fdn7 to hear it ; he has too 

' good a charadler to be ap tioneft fellow-— every body 

fpeaks well of him !— -'pfhaw — then he has bowed as 

low to knaves and fools, as to the honeft dignity of 

genius and virtue. 

Sir Pet, What the plague ! are you angry with 
Jofeph for not making enemies ? 

Sir Oliv, Why not, if he has merit enough ta 
deferve them. 

Sir Pet, Well, well, fee him, and you'll be cou- 
^inced how worthy he is — he is a pattern for all the 
young men of the age— He's a man of the no* 
Weft fentiments. 

Sir Oliv, Oh I plague of his fentiments.— If he 
falutes ine with a fcrap of morality in his mouth I 
(hall be fick diredlly — But don't howevcx Tcv\^"?iJ«A 
me. Sir Peter, I don't mean to dekv^^ Q,Va.\V^v 
^froFs/- biit before I fprna. my judgroaut di €\"Oasx. 
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of them» I intend to make a trial of their hearts^, 
and my friend Rowley and I have planned fbme* 
thing for that purpofe. 

Sir PeU My life on Jpfeph'a honeur. 

Sir Oliv. Welly well, give 119 a bottk of g^ood 
vine, and we'U drink your lady's health, aod tell 
you all our fchemes. 

Sir Pet, Alons— ^onc. 

Sir Oliv. And doa't Sic Pctet, be too fevcre 
againft your old friend's fon — Odds my life, I am not 
forry he has run a littk out of tbc courfe— -for my 
pait, I hate to fee prudence clinging to the greea 
fuckers «f youth ; 'tis like ivy round the faplin, and 
fpoils the growth q£ the trcfiu [^Exeunt omw^ 
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Sir Peter*8 Houfe. 

\ 
Enter Sir Peter, Sir Oliver, smJ Rowley^ 

Sir Piter. , 

Well, well,, we'll fee this man fiHl,Jand thea 
have our wine afterwards.. — But Rowley^ I don*t 
fee the jeft of your fcheme. 

Row. Why, Sir, this Mr. Stanley is a near re- 
Jktion oF their mother's, and formerly an eminent 
' mcixJuint ia JDtubliur— He iajifi^ m. Xx?^^^^. ^^ \v 
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greatly rcdqccil;^ he haa applied hj letter to Mr. 
Surface and Charles for ajQiftance-^from the formec 
of whom he has received nothing but fair promifes ; 
while Charles, ia the tnidft of his own diftrcfles, ia 
At pref^nt endeavouring to. raife a fum of money, 
part of which I know he intends for th^ ufe of Mr. 
Stanley. 

Sir Oliv. Aye — ^he's ray brother's fon, 

jR,0W' Now, Sir, we propofe, thdt Sir Oliver 
(ball vifit them bjoth, in the charafker of Mr. Stan- 
ley ; as I have informed them he has obtained leave 
of his creditors to wait on his friends in perfon— «• 
and in the younger, believe me, you'U find one^ 
who, in the midft of diflipation and extravagancci^ 
bas fliil, ae ouit immortal bard expr^/Tes it^*^ tw 
for pity, and a hand open as day for melting charity^ 

Sir Pet* What fignifies his open hand and purfe, 
if he has nothing to give. But where is this per** 
ion yOtt were fpeaking of i 

Roiif, Below, Sir, waiting your commands<.-*« 
You muft know,. Sir Oliver, this is a friendly Jew ; 
one who, to do him. juflice, has done every thing in 
his power to affift Charles — ^Wbo waits — (Enter a 
Servant), dcfire Mr. Mofes to walk up. 

{^Exit Servant. 

Sir Pet. But how arc you fure he'll fpeak truth ? 

Row. 'Why> Sir, I have perfuaded him, there's, 
no profpe6l of his being paid feveral fums of money 
he has advanced for Charles, but through the bounty 
of Sir Oliver, who he knows is in town ; therefore 
you may depend on his being fa\\.\v£\A to \C\^ voS*?^ 
kH — Ob I bcr^ com^s the hoioei^ \&%r\vu%^-*^ J 
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Enter Moses. 

Sir Oliver, this is Mr. Mofes. Mr. Mofes, this 

18 Sir Oliver. 

Sir Oliv. I underftand you have lately had great 
dealings with my nephew, Charles. 

Mofes, Yes, Sir Oliver — I have done all I could 
for him — ^biit he was ruined before he came to me 
for affiftance. 

Sir Oliv. That was unlucky truly, for you had' 
no opportunity of (hewing your talent. 

JHo/es. 'l^ont at all; I had not the pleafure of 
knowing hrs diftrefTcs, Hill he was fome thoufands 
vrorfc thatr nothing* 

Sir Oliv. Unfortunate indeed ! But I fuppofe 
you have done all in your power for him. , 

Mofes. Yes, he knows that — ^This very evening I 
was to have brought him a gentleman from the 
city, who does not know him, and will advance' 
him fome monies. 

Sir Pet. What ! a perfon that Charles has never 
borrowed money of before, lend him any in hia* 
prefcnt circumftances !' 

Mofes* Yes.— - 

Sir Oliv. What is this gcntlcman^s name T 

Mofes. Mr. Premium, of Crutched Friars, for- 
merly a broker. 

Sir Pet. Does he kno^ Mr, Premium ? 

Mofes. Not at all. 

Sir Pet. A thought ftrlkes me — Suppofe, Sir- 
Oiiver, you was to vifit him irv that chara6ler^ 
^wjU be inusJti' better thau tlic TomanUc otvt ol ^\x. 
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^>ld relation 5 you will then have an opportunity of 
feeing Charles in all his glory. 

Sir OUv. Egad I like that idea better than the 
other, and then I may vifit Jofeph afterwards as 
old Stanley. 

Row. Gentlemen, this is taking Charles rather 
unawares; but Mofes, you underfland Sir Oliveti 
and I dare fay will be faithful. 

Mofes. You may depend upon mc. — ^This Is very 
near the time 1 was to have gone. 

Sir Oliv. I'll accompany you as foon as you 
pleafe, Mofes — But hold, I had forgot one thing-?- 
How the plague (ball I be able to pafs for. a Jew ? 

Mofes. There is no need — the principal is a 
Chriftian. 

Sir bliv. Is he ? 1 am ^ery forry for it. — But 
Jthen again, ^m I not .too fmartly dreifed to look 
like a money-lender ? 

Sir Pet, Not at all-<-it would not be out of cha- 
sxaAer if you went in your own chariot— would it^ 
Mofes ? 

Mofes. Not in the leaft. 

jSir Oliv^ Well, but how mull I talk ? There's 
certainly fome cant of ufury, »or mode of treating, 
.that I ought to know. 

^ Sir Pet. As I take it Sir Oliver, the great point 
is be exoibitant in your demands. — Eh ! Mofes ! 
Mofes. Yes, dat is very great point. 

.Sir QJiv. ril anfwcr for't I'll not be wanting in 
^that, ,eight or ten f>er cent, on the loan at leaftji 

Mofes. Oh ! if you a(k h\wi uo mwt. ^a ^atj 
^you'Uhe di/covercd inuncdlately* "^ 
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Sir Oliv. Hey, what the plague — ^how much 
then ? 

Mofet. That depends upon the cipcumftances— * 
if he appears not very anxious for the fupply, you 
fhould require only forty or fifty per cent, but if you 
find him in great diftrefs, and he wants money very 
bad-^you muft a^ double. 

Sir Pet. Upon my word, Sir Oliver — ^Mr, Pre- 
mium I mean— -it's a tery pretty trade you're leam^ 
fog. 

Sir Onv% Truly, I think fo j and not unprofit* 
mble. 

Mofeu Then you know you have not the money 
yourfelf, but are forced to borrow it of a friend.' 

Sir Oliv. Oh \ I borrow it for him of a friend-— 
do I? 

Mofesk Yes, and your friend's an unconfcionable 
dog — ^but you can't help dat. 

Sir Oliv. Oh ! my friend's an unconfcionable 
dog — ^18. he ? 

Mofes. And then he himfelf has not the monies 
by him, but is forced to fell ftock at a great lofs. 

Sir OUv^ He is forced to fell ftock at a great 
lofs-"— Well, really, that's very kind of him. 

Sir Pet. But hark'ye 'Mofes, if Sir Oliver wa$ 
to rail a little at' the annuity bill, don't you think 
it would have a good cffeA ? 

Mofes. Very much* 

Row. And lament that a young man muft now 
come to years of difcretion, before he has it in hi$ 
oower to ruin himfelt 
* Mofes. Aye I a gfcat j[>ity4 
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Sir Pet* Yes, and abufe the public for allowing 
merit to a biU, whofe only objed was to preferve 
youth and inexperience from the rapacious gnpe (^ 
ufury, and to giyc the young heir an opportunity 
of enjoying his fortune, without being ruined by. ' 
•coming into pofieiSon* 

Sir Oliv. So— fo — ^Mofes (hall gitre mc further 
inftru6lions as we go together. 

Sir Pet. You'll fcarce have time to learn your 
iirad^, for Charles lives but hard by. 

Sir Oliv. Oh ! never fear^— my tutor appears fo 
able, that tho' Charles lived in the next ftrcet, it 
mud be my own fault if I am not a coitiplete rogue 
. before 1 have turned the comer. 

lEtceunt Sir Oliver anJ Mofes* 

Sir Pet, So, Rowley, you would have been par- 
tial, and given Charles the notice of our plot. 

Row. No indeed. Sir Peter. 

Sir Pet. Well, 1 fee Maria coming, I want to 
have fome talk with her. [^Exit Rowley* 

Enter Maria. 

"So Maria— What, is Mr. Surface come home witb 
you ? 

Maria. No, Sir— he was engaged. 

Sir Pet. Maria, I wifh you were more fenfibic 
:to his excellent qualhies-^oes not every time you 
are in his company convince you of the merit of 
that amiable young man ? 

Maria. You know, Sir Peter, I have often told 
you, that of all the men that have paid me a ^2»3^fl 
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ticttlar attention, there is not one I would not 
fooncr prefer than Mr. Surface. 

Sir Pet^ Aye, aye, this blindnefs to his merit 
proceeds from your attachment to that profligate 
brother of his. ' 

Maria. This is unkind — ^you know at your re- 
queft, I have forbore to fee or correfpond with him, 
as I have long been convinced he is unworthy my 
regard ; but while my reafon condemns his vices, 
my heart fuggefts fome pity for his misfortunes. 

Sir Pet. Ah ! you had beft refolve to think of 
him no more, but give your heart and hand to 
a worthier obje£^. 

Maria, Ne^^r to his brother. 

Sir PeU Have a care Maria, I have not yet 
made you know what the authority of a guardian 
is— -don't force me to exert it. 

Maria. I know, that for a fliort time I am to 
obey you as my father — ^but muft ceafe ^o thmk 
you fo, when you wouW compel me to be mifera- 
ble. \JExit in tears. 

Sir Pet. Sure never was man plagued as I am — 
I had not beeo married above three weeks, before 
her father, a heal, hearty man, died — on purpofcj 
I believe, to plague me with the care of his daugh- 
ter : but here comes my help mate, ftie feems in 
mighty good humour ; I wifti I could teizc her into 
loving me a little. 

Enter Lady Teazle. 
Z. Teaz. What's the matter. Sir Peter? What 
have you done to Maria ? It is not fair to quarrel 
*" -ud I not by. ^ 4 
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Sir Pet. Ah ! Lady I'eazle, it is in your power 
to put me into a good humour at any time. 

/.. Tea%. Is it ? 1 am glad of it — for I want you 
to be in a monftrous good humour now — Come, do 
be good humoured, and let me have two hundred 
pounds. 

Sir PeU What the plague ! can't I be in a good 
humour ^nthout paying for it — ^but look always 
thus, and you (hall want for nothing. (Pulls out 
a pocket-hook,) There, there's two hundred pounds 
for you, (going to kifs) now feal me a bond for 
the re-payment. 

Z#. Tea%» No, my note of hand will do as well. 

[^Giving her bancL 

Sir Pet. Well, well, I muft be fatisfied with 
that — ^you (han't much longer reproach me for not 
having made you a proper fettlement — I intend 
fhortly to furprize you. 

L, Teafu* Do you ? You can't think. Sir Peter, 
how good humour becomes you — Now you look juft 
as you did before I carried you. 
Sir Pet. Do I indeed ? 

Z>. Tea%. Don't you remember when you ufed 
to walk with me under the elms, and tell me ftories 
of what a gallant you were in your youth, and afk- 
cd me if I could like an oid fellow, who could deny 
me nothing. 

Sir Pet. Aye, and you were fo attentive and 
obliging to me then. 

L. Teaz. Aye, to be fure I was, and ufed to 
take your part againft all my acquaintance ; and 
when my couiin Sophy ufed to lai^gh at me, for 

C 
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thlck;r.g of marry iog a man c\d enough to be my 
father, and csU you an ugly, ft:^, fisnnal M 
batchelor, I conti^dlcxed her, and faid I did not 
think TOO io ugly by any means, and that I daPd 
f::y, you would cuke a good (bit of a huflnod. 

Sir Pst. That w^s very ki=d of you— Well, and 
you were not rciftakcn, you haxe found it fb, have 
not ycu : — But (hall ^-e alitays live thus happy? 

L. Tla-s. With all ny heirt — I'm — I don't care 
how foon we lea^e oS" cuarre^g, proTidcd yott 
»ii] own y»n: are tired £rfl. 

S:r P.*s. With aS my heart. 

Z. Tats. Then we IhaH he as happy as the day 
is long, and never, never — never quarrel more. 

Sir PiU Never — never — nerer— and let our fu- 
ture ccntffl he, who fhaH be mcft obliging. 

L. r«». Aye ! 

Sir iVf, But, my dear Lady Teazle — my l oi we ■ 
indeed you mud keep a ftrict watch over your tem- 
per — fcr, you know, my dear, that in all our dit 
putes and quarrel?, you always begin fcnl. 

Z, TV.rti. Ncs "^o. Sir Peter, my dear, 'tis al- 
wa^^ you that begins. 

i:fir Pft. No, no— no fuch thing. 

L. Tijn:,. Have a caie, this is not t]hc way to 
live hippy if you fly om thus. 

S':r P/f» No, no— 'tis yoa. 

X. 71'-?^ No— 'lis you. 

Sh- Prt, Zo'jsncs! — I lay 'tis you. 

i. Y/jtu Lord ! I rcvcr iavv fuch a man ia my 
)l£r — 7-j1 what mv ccu-iiL Scrbv tdd me. 
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Sir Pet. Yoar coufin Sophy is a forward, faucy» 
impertinent minx. 

Zr. Teaz. You are a very great bear^ I am fure* 
to abufe my relations. 

Sir Pet. But I am well enough fervcd fot marry* 
ing you^"^<L pert forward, rural coquette, who had 
refufed half the honcft 'fquires in the country. 

Z. Teax, I am fure I was a great fool for marry- 
ing you— a ftiff, crop, dangling old batchelor, who 
%at un-married at fifty^ becaufe no body would 
have him. 

Sir Pet. You was very glad to have me — ^yoii 
never had fuch an offer before. 

L. Teaz. Oh, yes I had — There was Sir Tivey 
*rerrier, wjio every body faid would be a better 
match ; for his eftate was full as good as yours^ 
and — ^he has broke his neck fince we were mar* 
tied* 

Sir Pit. Very — ^very well. Madam*— you're an 
\ingratcful woman ; ;and may plagues light on 
toe, if I ever try to be friends with you again— 
Vou (hall have a feparate maintenancew 

L. Teaz. By all means a feparate maintenance. 

Sir Pet. Very well, Madam — Oh, very welli 
Aye, Madam, and I believe the (lories of you and 
Charles — of you and Chiarles, Madam — ^werc not 
without foundation. 

L. Teaz. — Take care> Sir Peter ; take care what 
you fay, for I won't be fufpedted without a cattfe, 
I promife you. 

Sir Pet. A divorce !— 

Z. Teaz* Aye, a dn'orce4 

C 2 
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Car. But come, Charles, you have not given us 
your real favourite. 

Cha, Faith I have withheld her only in com- 
panion to you, for if I give her, you muft toaft a 
round of her peers, which is impoffible, (fghs) on 
earth. 

Car^ We'll toaft fome heathen deity or celeftial 
goddcfs to match her. 

Cha. Why then bumpers — ^bumpers all round- 
Here's Mana — Maria. — (Sighs) 

\fl Gent. Maria — 'Pfliaw — give her fir-name. 

Cha, 'Pmaw— Hang her fir name, that** too 
formal to be reglfttrcd in Love's calendar, 

\Jl Gent. Maria then. — Here's Maria, 

Sir Toby, Maria — Come here*s Maria. 

Cha. Come, Sir Toby, have a care ; you muft 
give a beauty fuperlative. 

Sir Toby, Then I'll give you Here's 

Car. Nay, never hefitate. — But Sir Toby has 
got a fong, that will excufe him, . 

X) nines. The fong. The fong. 

SON GJ 

Here's to the maidf^n of blufhing fifteen. 

Now to the widow of fifty ; 
Here's to the flaunting, extravagant quean. 
And then to the houfewife that's thrifty: 
Let the toajl pafsy drink to the lafsy 
I warrant Jhe^ 11 Jind an tvic^^t Jor the gjajs^ 
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• Here's to the charmer whofe dimples we prize, 
Now to the damfel with none. Sir ; 
Here's to the maid with her pair of blue eyes. 
And now to the nymph with but one, Sir^ 
Let the toajl pafs^ ^c. 

^ Here's to the maid with her bofom of fnow^ 
Now to her that's as brown as a berry ; 
Here's to the wife with her face full of woc^h . 
And now to the damfel that's merry. 
Let the toqft pafsy ^c. 

For let them be clumfy, or let them be flim. 
Young or ancient I care not a feather ; 

So fill us a bumper quite up to the brim. 
And e'en let ustoaft them together^ 
Let the toq/i fa/s, i^c. 

Trip enters and whifpers Charles. 

Cha. Gentlemen, I muft beg your pardon ; 
(rtfing) I muft leave you upon bufinefs — Carelefs, 
tak^ the chair. 

Car* What, this is fome wench — but we won't 
lofe you foi' her. 

Cha. No, upon my honour — it is only a Jew and 
a broker that came by appointment. 

Car, A jew and a broker ! we'll have 'em in. 

Cha, Then defire Mr. Mofes to walk in. 

Trip. And little Premium too, Sir. 

Car. Aye, Mofes and Premium, (EvixX Try^'^ 
Charles ire'2/ give ih^ rafcals fome g^tvci^Mft "fexa- 
fuodjr^ 
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ticular attention, there is not one I would not. 
fooner prefer than Mr. Surface. 

Sir PeU Aye, aye, this blindnefs to his merit 
proceeds from your attachment to that profligate 
brother of his. ' 

Maria, This is unkind — ^you know at your ic- 
queft, I have forbore to fee or correfpond with him, 
as I have long been convinced he is unworthy my 
regard ; but while my reafon condemns his vices, 
my heart fuggefts fome pity for his misfortunes. 

Sir Pet, Ah ! you had beft refolve to think of 
him no more, but give your heart and band to 
a worthier objeft. 

Maria. Nevtr to his brother. 

Sir Pet. Have a care Maria, I have not yet 
made you know what the authority of a guardian 
is— don't force me to exert it. 

Maria. I know, that for a fhort time I am to 
obey you as my father — ^but muft ceafc jto think 
you fo, when you wouW compel me to be mifeni- 
ble. \ExU in tears. 

Sir Pet, Sure never was man plagued as I am— 
I had not been married above three weeks, before 
her fether, a heal, hearty man, died — on purpofcj 
I believe, to plague me with the care of his daugl^- 
ter : but here comes my help mate, (he feems in 
mighty good humour ; I wifli I could teize her into 
loving me a little. 

jF«/<fr Lady Teazle. 
L, Tea%. What's the matter, Sir Peter? What 
have you done to Maria ^ It. U uqX. li\x X.^ t:5iaBc«l 
and I not by. ^ ^ 
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Sir Pet. Ah ! Lady I'eazle, it is in your power 
to put me into a good humour at any time. 

Z. Teaz, Is It ? 1 am glad of it — for I want you 
to be in a monftrous good humour now — Come, do 
be good humoured, and let me have two hundred 
pounds. 

Sir PeL What the plague ! can't I be in a good 
humour ^nthout paying for it — ^but look always 
thus, and you (hall want for nothing. (Pulls out 
a pocket-hook,) There, there's two hundred pounds 
for you, (going to kifs) now feal me a bond for 
the re-payment. 

Z#. Tea%» No, my note of hand will do as well. 

^Giving her band* 

Sir Pet, Well, well, I muft be fatisfied with 
that — you (han't much longer reproach me for not 
having made you a proper fettle ment — I intend 
ihortly to furprize you. 

L, Tea%» Do you ? You can't think. Sir Peter, 
how good humour becomes you— Now you look juft 
as you did before I ^married you. 

5ir P^/. Do I indeed ? 

L, Tea%, Don't you remember when you ufed 
to walk with me under the elms, and tell me ftories 
of what a gallant you were in your youth, and afl<- 
cd me if I could like an oid fellow, who could deny 
me nothing. 

Sir Pet, Aye, and you were fo attentive and 
obliging to me then. 

L. Tea%, Aye, to be fure I was, and ufed to 
take your part againft all my acquaintance ; and 
when my coufin Sophy ufed to laugh uX. xtt^^ iw 

C 
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Sir OUv» Very true, as you fay, you muft know- 
btttcr than I ; though 1 have it from Ycry good 
authority — Have I not, Mofes ? 

Mofes, Moft undoubtedly. 

Sir Oliv. But, Sir, aa I underftand you want a 
few hundreds immediately, is there nothing th«tt you 
would difpofe of ? 

Cha. How do you mean ? 

Sir Oliv, For inftance, now ;. I have heard your 
father left behind him a quantity of maffy old plate. 

Cha. Yes, but that is gone long ago — Mofes can 
inform you how, better than I can. 

Sir Oliv, Good lack I all the family race cup> 
and corporation bowls gone !' (jffidej It was alia 
fuppofed, that his library was one of the moft'Ta* 
liiable and compleat. 

Cha, Much too large and valuable for a private 
gentleman — for my part, I was always of a com- 
municative difpofition, and thought it a pity to 
keep fo much knowledge to* myfelf. 

Sir OFiv, Mercy on me ! knowledge that has run in 
the family like an heir-bom. (4fidc) And pray, 
how may they have been difpofed of \ 

Cha. Oh ! you muft afk the audionier that*-*I- 
don't believe even Mofes can direA you there. 

Mofes. No — I never meddle with books. 

Sir Oliv. The profligate ! (JfidrJ And is there 
nothing you can difpofe of? 

Cia^ Nothing — unlefs you have a taflc for old 
fiunily pictures. I have a whole room full of vo* 
^on aboYC flairs. 
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Sir OUvi Why furc you would not fell your rc» 
ktioDS ! 

Cha. Every foul of them to the beft bidder. 

Sir Oliv. Not your great uncles and aimts. 

Cba, Aye, and my graxjd-fathers and grand-mo* 
thers. 

Sir Oliv. I'll never forgive him this, (jifide) 
Why !— What ! — Do you take me for Shylock in 
tjie play, to raifc money from me on your own 
iefh and blood. 

Cbd. Nay, don't Be in a paifion my little Pre- 
mium — ^what is it to you, if you have your money's 
worth ? 

Sir Oliv, That's very true,, as you fay — weD, 
well, I beh'eve I can difpofe of the family canvas* , 
I'll never forgive him this. \^jijidem 

Enter Careless. 

Car, Come, , Charles, what the devil arc you do- 
ing fo long with the broker ? — ^We are waiting for 
you. 

. Cba. Oh ! Carelefs, you are juil come k time, 
we are to have a fale above ftairs— I am going to 
feH all my anceftors to little Premium* 

Car, Burn your anceftors. 

Cha, No, no, he may do that afterwards if he 
wilL — ^But Carelefs you (hall be au6^ionier. 

Car, With all my heart, I handle a hammer as 
well as a dice box a going ^a going* 

Cba. Bravo ! — And Mofes, you (hall be ap* 
praifer, if we want one. 
Mo/^/. Yes, I'll be the appraxfct* -^ 
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Sir Oliv. Oh the profligate ! C-^^^- 

Che. But what'3 the matter, my little Prcmf- 
um ? You don't feem to relifli this bufinefs. 

Sir Oliv. (jlffeding to laugh) Oh, yes I do, vaft- 
ly — Ha, ha, ha, I O the prodigal ! 

Cha, Very true ; for when a man wants money, 
who the devil can he make free with if he can't 
with his own relations. \_Exit. 

Sir Oliv, (Following) I'll never forgive him. 

{^Exeitnh 
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Enter Charles, Sir Oliver, Careless, and 
Moses. 

Charles. 
Walk in, gentlemen, walk in — ^here they arc — 
the family of the Surfaces up to the Conqueft. 

Sir Oliv. And, in my opinion, a goodly collec- 
tion. 

Cha. Aye, there they arc, done fn the true fpirit 
and ftyle of portrait painting, and not like yout 
modern Raphael's, who will make your pidture in- 
dependant of yourfelf— no, the great merit pf thefc 
are, the inveterate likenefs they bear to the origi- 
DRh. All fliff and aukward as they were, and like 
nothing in iiuman nature befides. 
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Sir 0/(v. Oh, we (ball never fee fuch figures of 
men again. 

Cha. I hope not — ^you fee, Mr. Premium, what 
a domeflic man I am ; here I fit of an evening fur- 
rounded by my anceftors — But come, let us pro- 
ceed to bufinefs — to your pulpit Mr. Audlionier — 
Oh, here's a great chair of my father^s that feems 
fit for nothing elfe. 

Car, The very thing — ^but what fcall I do for a 
hammer. 

C/ja» A hammer ! flooh round) Let's fee, what 
have we here — Sir Richard, heir to Robert — a ge- 
nealogy in full, egad — here, Carclcfs, you (hall 
hJivc no common bit of mahogahy— here's the family 
tree, and now you may knock down my anceftors 
with their own pedigree. 

Sir Oliv. What an unnatural rogue he is !— An 
cxpoft faQ-o parricide, (^ftde) 

Car. Gad, Charles, this is lucky, for it will not 
only fervc for a hammer, but a catalogue too if we 
ihould want it. 

Cha* True— <:omc, here*s my great uncle, Sir 
. Richard Ravelin, a marvellous good general in his 
/ day. — He ferved in all the Duke of Marlborough's 
wars, and got that cut over his eye sft the battia 
of Malplaquet— -he is not dreffed. out in feathers like 
our modern captains, but enveloped in wig and re- 
gimentals, as a general fliould be— -what fay you 
Mr. Premium? 

Mofes. Mr. Premium would have you fpeak. 

Cba. Why, you fhall have him for Xtw ^o>\tv^^v 
and I'm fare that's, cheap enough £or-^ &aS. o^aa-Gt,. 
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Sir Oliv. Heavens deliver me ! his gr^at uncle 
Sir Richard going for ten pounds*— '(^-/^^^ — well* 
Sir, I take him at that price. 

Cha. Carelefs, knock down my uncle B-ichard^ 
. Car, Going, going — ^-a going gone. 

Cha* This is a maiden fifter qf his, my great 
aunt Deborah, done by Knellcr, thought to be 
one of his b^ft pif^ures, and efteemed a vsery formi- 
dable likenefs. There (he fits, as a fhepherdefs 
feeding her flock — you ihall have her for five poundss 
ton. I'm fure the fheep are worth the money.* 

Sir Olii}* Ah, poor aunt Deborah 1 a woman 
that fet fuch a value on herfelf, going for five pounds 
len— /^^^^;— Well, Sir, (he's mine. 

Cha. Knock down my aunt Deborah, Carelefs* 

Can Gone 

Cha. Here are two couflns of theirs-^-MofeSj. 
thefe pidures were done when beaux wore perriwigs^, 
and ladies their own hair. 

Sir Oliv. Yes, truly — head, dreffes feem to have 
been fomewhat lower in thofe days. 

Cha. Here's a grandfather of my mother's, a 
judge well known on the weftem circuit. What 
will you givfi for him ? 

Mofes, -Four guineas. 

Cha. Four guineas \ why you don*t bid. the 
price of his wig. Premium, you have more reipe6l 
for the Wool Sack, do let. me knock him down at 
fifteen. 
, Sir Oliv. By all means,. 
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Cha. Here are two brothers, William and Wal- 
ter Blunty Efqrs. both members of parliament, and 
great fpeakers ; and what's very extraordinary, I 
believe tfeis is the firft time they were ever bought 
or fold. 

Sir Oliv* That's very extraordinary, indeed !— 
ril take them at your own. price, for the honour of 
parliament, 

Cia. Well kid Premium. 

Car* I'll knock them do\vn at foity pounds—^ 
Going §oing gone. / 

Cfja. Here'^ a jolly, portly ftHow ; I don't know 
what relation he is to the family, but he was for-* 
merly mayor of Norwich, let's knock him down at 
eight pounds. 

Sir Oftv,. No, I think fix is enough for a m^yor. 

Cha» Come, come, make it guineas, and I'll* 
throw you the two aldermen into the bargain. 

Str Oliv. They arc mine. - 

Cha. Careleft> knock down the mayor and al-^ 
dermen. 

Car, Gone. 

Cha. But hang it, we (hall be all day at thie 
rate — Come, come, give Kve three hundred pounds, 
and' tdkc all on this fide the room in a lump — that 
will be the bcft way. 

Sir Oliv, Well, well, any thing to accommodate 
you ; they arc mine.— But there is one portrait you 
have always pafled over. 

^ Car. What, that little fll-lookiug {^W« w^ 
$he fcttect. 
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Sir Oliv. Yes, Sir, 'tis that I mean — but I 
don't think him fo ill-lopking a fellow by any 
means. 

Cha, That's the pi6lure of my uncle Oliver— 
before he went abroad it was done, and Js elleemed 
a very great likenefs. 

Car» That your uncle Oliver ! Then in my opi- 
nion you win never be friends, for he is one of the 
moft ftern looking rogues I ever beheld — he has 
an unforgiving eye, and a damn'd difmheriting coun- 
tenance. — Don't you think fo, little Premium ? 

Sir Oliv, Upon my foul I do not, Sir — 1 think 
it as honeft a looking face as any in the room, dead 
or alive. — But I fuppofc your unck Oliver goes with 
the reft of the lumber. 

Cha. No, hang it, the old gentlemitn has been 
very good to me, and I'll keep his pi£lure as long 
as I have a room to put it in. 

Sir OHv. The rogue's my nephew after ail-— I 
forgive him every thing. (Afide) But, Sir, I have 
fomehow taken a fancy to that pifture. 

Cha* I am forry for it, mafter broker, for you 
certainly won't have it — What the devil, have you 
not got enough of the femily ? 

Sir Olh* I forgive him every thing. (JJide}. 
Look, Sir, I am a llrange fort of a fellow, and 
when I take a thing in my head I don't value mo-^ 
ney : FU give you as much for that as for all the 
reft. 

Cba. Pray don't be trouble fome — I tell you 1 
won't part With it, and ibeie'^ atx ttv^ qu^i.. 
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Sir Oliv. How like his father the dog is — I did 
not perceive it before, but I think I never faw fo 
ftrong a refemblanpe. (^Jtde) Well, Sir, here's a 
draft for your fum. (Giving a bill) 

Cha. Why this bill is for eight hundred pounds. 

Sir Oliv. You'll not let Sir Oliver go, then. 

Cha. No, I tell you once for all. 

Sir Oliv, Then never mind the difference, we'll 
balance that fome other time — but give me your 
hand, (prejfes it) you are a damn'd honeft fellow, 
Charles — O Lord \ 1 beg pardon, Sic, for being fo 
free. ■ Come along Mofes. 

Xlha. But hark'ye. Premium, you'll provide good 
lodgings for thefe gentlemen. (Going) 

Sir Oliv. I'll fend for 'em in a day or two. 

Cha» And pray let it be a genteel conveyance, 
for I affur^ you moil of 'em have been ufed to ride 
in their own carriages. 

Sir Oliv. I will for all but Oliver. ' 

Cha. For all but the honeft little Nabob. 

Sir Oliv. You are fixed on that. 

Cha. Peremptorily. 

Sir Oliv. Ah the dear extravagant dog ! (Afide) 
Good day, Sir. — Come, Mofes. — Now let me iiec 
who dare call him profligate. \JExit with Mofes. 

Car. Why Charles, this is the very prince of 
brokers. 

Cha. I wonder where Mofes got acquainted with 
fo honeft a fellow. — But, Carelefs ilep into the 
company; I'll wait on ypu prcfently, I fee old 
Ro wley coming. ■;^ 
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iJaf. But hark'ye, Charles, don't let the fellow 
inake you part with any of that money to difcharge 
mufty old debts. Tradefmen you know, are the 
moft impertinent people in the world. 

CAa. True— "-and paying them would only ht 
encouraging them. 

Car. Well, fettle your bufinefs, and Inake what 
liafte you canv [^Exif. 

Cha. Eight hundred pounds ! two-thirds of thfs 
are mine by right — fke hundred and thirty odd 
pounds !— Gad, I never knew till now, that my 
anceik>rs were fuch valuable acquaintance. — Kind 
ladies and gentlemen, I am ^our very ftiuch obliged, 
and moft gratefltil humble fervaxit. (Bowing to the 
piSures) 

Enter Rowley^ 

Ah ! old Rowley, you are juft come in time to 
take leave of your old acquaintance. 

Row. Yes, Sir ; I heard they were going — ^biit 
how can you Support fuch fpirits under all your mis- 
fortunes ? 

Cha. That's the <:aufe, Matter Rowley — ^my mis- 
^fortunes are fo many, that I can*t afford to part 
with my fpirits. 

Row. And can you really take leave of your an^ 
ceftors with fo much unconcern. 

Cha. Unconcern ! what, I fuppofe you are fur- 
prized that I am not more forrowful at lofing the 
company of fo many worthy friends. It is very 
diilreifing to be fure ; but you fee, they never move 
^^^ufclc, then why the devil ftvoxjld 1 ^. 
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Row. Ah, dear Charles ! — 

Cka. But come, I have no time for trifling— 
iere, take this bill ana gtt it changed? and carry 
an hundred pounds to poor Stanley, or' we (haD 
have fomebody call that has a better right to it. 

Row. Ah, Sir, 1 wifh you would remember the 
proverb " ■ ■ 

Cba. " Be juft before you ate generous.^* — ^Why, 
t) I would if I cotild, but jufticc is an old, lame, 
hobbling beldam, and I can't get her to keep pace 
with generoiity for the foiil of toe. 

Row. Do, dear Sir, refleA. 

Cba. That's very true, as you fay — ^but Rowley, 
while 1 have, by heaven Pll give-— fo damn your 
4&orality> and away to old Stanley with the money* 

\^Exeuntn 

Enter Sir OLrvER. and Moses. 

Mofes. Well, Sir, I think, as Sir Peter fald, yoTl 
•have fecn Mr. Charles In all his glory-*-' tis grfeat 
rpity he's fo extravagant. 

Sir Oliv. TrUc, but he would not fell my pic- 
ture. ' 

Mofes. And loves wine and women fo much. 

Sir OUv. But he would not fell my pidure. — *— 

Mofes, And games fo deep. 

Sir Oliv. But lie would not fell my pidurci 
Oh, here comes Rowley. 
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Enter Rowley. 

Row, Well, Sir, I find you have made a pur- 
chafe. 

Sir Oltv. Yes, our young rake has parted with 
his anceitors like old tapeflry. 

Row. And he has commiflioned me to return you 
an hundred pounds of the purchafe money, but un- 
der your fiditious character of old Stanley. 1 faw 
a taylor and two holiers dancing attendance, who 
I know, will go unpaid, and the hundred pounds 
would juft fatisfy them. 

SirrQUv. Well, well, I'll pay his debts and his 
benevolence too.-^But now, I'm no more a brokeCf 
and you fhall introduce me to the elder brother 9|K 
old Stanley. 

Enter Trip. 

^rip^ Gentlemen, I'm forry I was not in the 
way to (hew you out. Hark'ye Mofes. 

{^Ex'tt with Mofes* 

Sir OUv* There's a fellow, now-— will you believe 
It, that puppy intercepted the Jew on our coming, 
and wanted to raife money before he got to his 
mailer. 

Row, Indeed! 

Sir OUv. And they are now planning an annuity 
bufinefs — Oh, Matter Rowley, in my time fervants 
were content with the follies of their raafters, when 
they were wore a little threadbare ; but now they 
have their vices, like their birth-day cloaths, with 
Uic glofs on. ' X^Excunt. 
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The Apariments o/" Joseph Surface. 

-fffl/^r Joseph and a Servant, 

Jof., No letter from Ladj Teazle. 

Ser. No, Sir. 

Jof, I wonder (he did not write if fhe could not 

t:ome — I hope Sir Peter does not fufpefl me But 

Charles's diffipation and extravagance are great points 
in my fevour (Knocking at the door) — See if it is 
her. 

Ser, *Tis Lady Teazle, Sir; but fhe always 
orders her chair to the Milliner's in the next 
direct. 

Jof. Then draw that fcreen my oppofite 

neighbour is a maiden lady of fo curious a tem- 
per — You need not wait. (Exit Servart.J — My 
Lady Teazle, I'm afraid, begins to fufpeft my at- 
tachment to Maria ; but fhe muft not be acquaint- 
ed with the fecrct till I have her more in my 
power. 

Enter Lady Teazle. 

L. Tea%, What, fentiment in foliloquy ! — Have 
you been very impatient now ? Nay, you look 
fo grave — I affure you I came as foon as I 
t:ould. 

^of. Oh, Madam, pundluality is a fpccfe% 
con Hancf-^a very unfafliionablc cufcom ^tw 
d/cs* . 

D 
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Z. Teaz. Nay, now you wrong me.;^I'm Aire 
you'd pity me if you knew my fituation — (Both Jit) . 
— Sir Peter really grows fo peevifh, and fo ill- 
natured, there's no enduring him ; and then to fuf- 
pe£l me with Charles 

JoJ. I'm glad my fcandalous friends keep up that 
report. \^Apde. 

/>. Teaz, For my pjirt, I vifh Sir Peter to let 
Maria marry him — Wou'dn't you, Mr. Surface. 

Jof. (Afide) Indeed I would not. — Oh, to be 
fiire ; and then my dear Lady Teazle would be con- 
vinced how groundlefs her fufpicions were, of my 
having any thoughts of the filly giil. 

Z. Teaz. Then, there's my friend Lady Sneer- 
well has propagated malicious (lories about me — and 
what's very provoking, all too without the leaft foun- 
' dation. 

J of. Ah ! there's the mifchief 5 — ^for when a 
fcandalous ftory is believed againft me, there's no 
comfort like the confcioufnefs of having deferved 

it; 

L,Tea%> And to be continually ceqfured and fuC- 
pedicd, when I know the integrity of my own heart 
— it would almofl prompt me to give him fome 
grounds for it. 

Jof. Certainly, — ^for when a hufband grows fuf- 
piclous, and withdraws his confidence from his wife. 
It then becomes a part of her duty to endeavour to 
out-wit him — You owe it to the natural privilege of 
your fex. 

Z. Teaz,. Indeed ! 

JoJ, Oh yes ; for your hufband (hould never be 



Act. IV. SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL; 75 

deceived in you, and you ought to be frail in compli*- 
ment to his difcernment. 

Z». Teaz. Ttih is the neweft dodrine. 

Jfof. Very wholefome, believe me. 

Z. Teaz. So, the only way to prevent his fufpici- 
ons, is to give him* caufe for them. 

^of. Certainly. 

L, Teaz, But then, the confcioufnefs 'of my inno • 
-cence 1 

^0/. Ah, my dear Lady Teazle, *tis that confci- 
«oufnei8 of your innocence that ruins you. — ^What is 
It that makes you imprudent in your conduft, and 
carelefs of the ccnfure of the world ? The confciouf- 
nefs of your innocence— What is it makes you re- 
gardlefs of forms, and inattentive to your hufband's 
peace ?— Why, the confcioufnefs of your innocence 
— Now, my dear Lady Teazle, if you could only 
be prevailed upon to make a trifling faux fasf 
you can't imagine how circumfpedl you would 
grow. 

Z. Teaz, Do you think fo ? 

JFof, Depe^d upon it. — Your cafe at prefcnt, my 
dear Lady Teazle, refembles that of a perfon in a 
plethora — ^you arc abfolutely dying of too much 
health. 

L. Teaz. Why, indeed if my undei (landing could 
1>e convinced— 

yof. Your, underftanding ! — Oh yes, your under- 
Handing- ^ou/t/1)e convinced. Heaven forbid that 
1 fhould perfuade you to any thing you thought 
wrong. No, no, I have too much honour for 
that. 
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L, Tea%. Don't you think you may as well leaY* 
honour out of the queftion ? (Bqth rife,) 

Jof Ah, I fee, Lady Teazle, the elFcdsof your 
country education ilill remain, 

L, Teaz» They do, indeed, and I begin to find 
myfelf imprudent ; and if I fhould be brought to aft 
wrong, it would be fooner from Sir Peter's ill tscat* 
ment of me, than from your honourable logic, I af- 
fure you. 

J^of. Then by this hand, which is unworthy of 

(Kneeling, a Servant enters J — What do you 

want, you fcoundrel ? 

Ser. I htg pardon, Sir — I thought you wo;ild 
not chufe Sir Peter fhould come up. 

Jof. Sir Peter! 

L. Tea%. Sir Peter ! Oh, I'm undone !— Wh^t 
fhall I do ? Hide me fo me where, good Mr, Lo- 
gic. 

Jof, Here, here, behind this fcreen. (She runs 
behind the fcreen) and now reach me a book, (Sits 
down and reads,) 

Enter Sir Peter, 

Sir Pet. Aye, there he is, ever improving himfclf 
— Mr. Surface, Mr. Surface. 

Jof (AffeQhig to gape) Oh, Sir Peter I rejoice 
to fee you — I was got over a fleepy bpok here — I am 
vaftly glad to fee you — I thank you for this call— *I 
believe you have not been here fince 1 finifhed my li- 
^bran — Books, books, you know, are the only thing 
1 am a coxcomb in. 

Sir Pet. Very true, indeed, — why even )'Dur 
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fcreen is a fource of knowledge — ^hung round with 
maps I fee. 

Jfif. Yes, I find great ufe in that fcreen. 

Sir Pet. Yes, yes, fo yoH muft when you want to 
find any thing in a hurry. 

jfof. Yes, or to hide any thing in a hurry. 

Sir Pet. But, my dear friend, I want to have fomc 
private talk with you. 

J^of. You need not wait. £Exit Servant. 

Sir Pet. Pray fit down — (Both Jit) ^-^M^ dear . 
friend, I want to impart to you fome of my diftreffca 
—In fhort, Lady Teazle't behaviour of late has 
given me very great uneafinefs. She not only diHi- 
jiatcs and deftroys my fortune, but 1 have flrong 
reafons to believe flic has formed' an attachment elfc- 
whcre. 

Jof. I am unhappy to hear it. 

Sir Pet. Yes, and between you and me, I believe. 
1- have difcovcred the pcrfon. 

jfof. You alarm nae exceedingly. 

Sir Pet. I knew you would fympathize with 
me. 

Jof. Believe me, Sir Peter, fuch a dlfcoveiy 
would afFedl me — juit as much as it does you. 

Sir Pet. What a happinefs to have a friend vvc can 

truft with our family fecrcts Can't you guefs who 

it-is? 

Jof. I hav'n't the moft diftant idea — It can't be 
Sir Benjamin Backbite. 

Sir Pet. No^ no. — What do you think of Char- 
les ? 
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Jn/, My brother ! impofliblc ! 1 can't think 

he would be capable of fuch bafenefs and ingrati- 
tude. 

Sir Pet* Ah, the goodnefs of your own mind 
makes you flow to believe fuch villainy. 

Jof. Very true, Sir Peter. — The man who is con- 
fcious of the integrity of his own heart, is ever flow 
lo credit another's bafenefs. 

Sir Pet. And that the fon of my old friend fhould 
pi ad^iice againft the honour of my family. 

J of. Aye, there's the cafe, Sir Peter. — ^When in- 
giatitudc barbs the dart of injury, the wound feels 
double fmart. 

Sir Pet. What noble fentiments ! He never' 

ufed a fentiment, ungrateful boy !^that I adled ad 
guardian to, and who was brought up under my 
eye ; and 1 never in my life refufed him — ^my ad- 
vice. 

Jof. I doiy*t know. Sir Peter, he may be fuch 

a man — if it be fo, he is no longer a brother of 

mine \ I renounce him. I^ difclaim him For 

the man who can break through the laws of hof- 
pitah'ty, and feducc the wife and daughter of his 
friend, deferves to be branded as a pefl to fo- 
ciety. 

Sir Pet. And yet, Jofeph, if I was to make it 
pubHc, I fhould be only fneered and laughed at. 

Jof. Why, that's very true No, no, you muft 

not make if public, people would talk ■ 

Sir Pet. Talk,- — they'd fay it was all my own 
fault ; an old doating batchelori to marry a youn^ 
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giddy girl. • They'd paragraph me in the newfpa- 
pers, and make ballads on me. 

Jof, And yet, Sir Peter, I can't think that my 
Lady Teazle's honour — 

Sir Pet. Ah, my dear friend, what's the honour, 
oppofed' agaiiift the flattery of a handfome young fel- 
low — "But Jofcph, fhe has been upbraiding me of 
late, that I have not made her a fettlement ; and I 
think, in our laft quarrel, fhe told me fhe fhould not 
be very forry if I was dead. Now, I have brought 
drafts of two deeds for your perufal, and flie fliall 
ii'oAy if I was to die, that I have not been inattentive 
to her welfare while living. By the one, fhe will en- 
joy eight hundred pounds a year during my life ; 
and by' the other, the bulk of ray fortune after my 
death. 

Jof. This condu6t is truly generous. 1 wifh it 

mayn't corrupt my pupil. \^Afide* 

Sir'Pet. But I would not have her as yet acquaint- 
ed with the leaft mark of nty affedion. 

Jof. Nor I— if I could help it. l^Jde. - 

Sir Pet* And now X have unburthened myfelf to 
you, let us talk over your affair with Maria. 

Jof. Not a fyllable upon the fubjedl now. (Alarm' 
td,) — Some other time ; I km too much affe6led by 
your affairs, to think of my own. For, the man 
who can think of his own happinefs, whik his friend 
is in diftrefs, deferves to be hunted as a mpnller to 
fociety. 

Sir Pet. I am fare of your afTeftign for her. 

yof, Let me intreat you. Sir Peter. —— 

^ir Pet* Arid though you are fo averfe to Lady 
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Teazle's knowing it, I afTure you (he is not your ene- 
my, and I am fcnfibly chagrined you have made no 
further prog refs. 

Jof, Sir Peter, I muft not hear you — --The maa 
who — (Enter Servant) What do you want, firrah ? 

Ser. Your brother. Sir, is at the door talking to a 
gentleman ; he fays he knows you are at home, that 
Sir Peter is with you, and he muft fee you, 

J of, I'm not at home. 

Sir Pet. Yes, yes, you fhall be at home. 

Jof, (JJter fame hejitatlon) Very well,, let him. 
come up. \_Exit Servant. 

Sir Pet. Now, Jofeph-, I'll hide myfelf, and do 
you tax him about the affair with my Lady Teazle,, 
and fo draw the fecret from him. 

Jof. O fye !" Sir Peter^— -what join in a plot to, 
trepan my brother J 

Sir Pet. . Oh aye, to ferve your friend ; — ^beiidea, 
if he is innocent, as you fay he is, it will giTC him 
an opportunity to clear himfelf, and make me yery 
happy. Hark, I hear him coming — ^-Where (hall 

I go ? Behind this fcree.5— — What the devil h 

here has been one liftener already, for I'll fwear 1 faw 
a petticoat, 

Jof (^JeSlng to laugh) It's very ridiculous—* 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! — a ridiculous affair indeed— ha \ ha ! 

ha I Hark'ye, Sir Peter (Pulling him aftde) tho* 

I hold a man of intrigue to be a moft defpicable cha- 
rad^er, yet you know it does not follow, that one is 
to be an abfolutc Jofeph either. Hark'ye, 'tis a 
little French Milliner, who calls upon me fomc- 
times, and hearing yoft were coming, and haying- 
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fomc charader to lofe, fhe flipped behind the 
fcrccn. I \ 

Sir Pet. A French Milliner ! ' f Smiling J Cunning 
rogue I Jofeph — Sly rogue — But zounds, ihe has 
oTcrhcard' every thmg that has pafled about my 
wife. 

yof. Oh, never fear i-tlike my word it will nc- 

rer go farther for her. 

Sir Pet. Won't it? 

^qf. No, depend upon it* 

Sir Pet. Well, well, if it will go no farther 
But — ^wherc (hall I hide myfelf ? 

Jof. Here, here, flip into the clofet,, and you 
aay overhear every word. 

L.Tea%. Can 1 fteal away ? (Peeping,) 

Jof. Hufh! hufh! don't flir. 

Sir Pet. Jofeph tax him home. (Peeping.) 

ybf. In, in, my dear Sir Peter. 

i|. Tea%. Can't you lock the clofet door ? 

Jof. Not a word^ — you'll be difcovered. 

Sir Pet. Jofeph, don't fpare him* 

Jcf. For heaven's fake lie clofe. — A pretty, fitua- 
tion I am in, to part man and wife in this manner. 

I4fide. 

Sir Pet. You're furc the little French Milliner 
won't blab? 

Enter Charles. 

Cha. Why, how now, brother; your fellow deni- 
ed you, they (aid you were not at home.-— What, 
have you had a jew or a wench with you ? 

Jof. Neither, brother, neither. 

D5 
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Cba. But where's Sir Peter ? I thought he waB 
with you. 

Jof, He was, brother ; but hearing you was com- 
ing, he left the houfe. 

Cha. What, was the old fellow afraid I waifted to 
borrow money of him, 

~ Jof, Borrow ! no, brother ; but I am forry ta 
hear you have given that worthy man caufe for great 
uneafinefs. 

Cha, Yes, I am told I do that to a great many 
worthy men — But how do you mean, brother ? 

Jof. W)iy, he thinks you have endeavoured to 
alienate the affedlions of Lady Teazle. 

Cha. Who, I alienate the aflFedioos of Lady Tea- 
zle ! ^Upon my word he accufes nne very ,un- 

juftly. What, has the old gentleman found out 
that he has got a young wife, or what is worfe, 
has the lady found out (hat (he has get an old huf- 
band ? 

Jof^ For fhame, brother. 

Cha, ^TU true, I did once fufpedl her Ladyihip 
had a partiality for me, but, upon my foul, I never 
gave her the leaft encouragement ; for, you know, 
my attachment was to Maria. 

jfof. This will make Sir Peter extremely happy 
But if fhe had a partiality for you, fure you 

would not have beent)afe enough 

Cha. Why, look, ye, Jofeph, I hope I (hall ne- 
ver deliberately do a difhonourable a6lio&;. but 
if a pretty woman fhould purpofdy throw herfdf 
in my way, and that pretty woman ihould bap* 
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pen to be married to a man old enough ta be her 
father 

Jof. What then ? 

Cha. Why then, I believe I Aiould have 

Qccafion to borrow a little of your morality, bro- 
ther. • 

jfof. Oh fie, brother — ^Thc man who can jeft — 

Cha. Oh, that's very true, as you were going to 

obfcrve. But Jofcph, do you know that I am 

furprized at your fufpefting me with L.ady Tea- 
zle. I thought you was always the favourite 
there. 

Jof.UtX 

Cba. Why yes, I have feen. you exchange fuch 
fignificant glances* 

Jof. 'Pffiaw! 

Cha, Yes, I have; and don't you remember 
when I came in here, and caught you and her 
at ' 

Jof. 1 muft flop him (jffule.) (Stdps his mouth) 
Sir Peter has overheard every word that you have , 
laid. 

Cha. Sir Peter ! where is he ? — ^What, in the 
clofet — Fbregad I'll have hinj out. 

J9f. No, no. (Stopping him.) 

Cha. I will — Sir Peter Teazle, conie into court. 

.«» Enter Sir Peter. 

What, my old guardian turn inquifitor, and take 
evidence incog. 

Sir Pet. Give me your hand, — 1 own, my dear 



i 
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boy, I have fufpc6led you wrongfully ; but you muft 
not be angry with Jofeph, it was all my plot, and I 
ihall think the better of you as long as I live for what 
I have overheard. 

CUfM. Then 'tis well you did not hear more. It 
It not, Jofeph ? 

Sir Pet. What you would have retorted on Jo- 
feph, would you? 

Cha. And yet you might as well have fufpe£led 
him as me. Might he not, Jofeph ? 

Enter Serva-nt. 

Ser. (Whlfperlng Jofeph) Lady Sneerwell^ 

Sir, is juft coming up, and fays fhe muft fee you. 

Jof. Gentlemen, I muft beg your pardon, I have 
company waiting for me ; give me leave to condudk 
you down ftairs. 

Cha. No, no, fpeak to them in another room ; I 
have not fcen Sir Peter a great while, and I want to 
talk with him. 

' Jof. Well, I'll fend away the perfon and return 
immediately. Sir Peter, not a word of the little 
French Milliner. {^Afide^ and Exit^ 

Sir Pet, Ah, Charles, what a pity it is you 
don't aflbciatc more with your brother, we might 
then have fome hopes of your reformation ; he's 
a young man of fuch fentiments. — Ahj, there's 
nothing in the world fo noble as a man of fenti- 
ment. 

Cha. Oh, hc*8 too moral by half; and fo ap- 
prehenfive of his good namci'that, I dare fay, he 
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would as fooQ let a prieft into his houfe as a 
wench. 

Sir PeU No, no, you accufe him wrongfully— 
Tho* Jofeph is not a rake, he is no faint. 

Vha. Oh! a perfect anchorite — a young her- 
mit. 

Sir Pet, HuHi, hufh ; don*t abufe him, or he may 
chance to hear of it again. 

Cha, Why you won*t teU him, will you ? 

Sir Pet. No, no, but 1 have a great mind to 

tell him (Aftde) — (Seems to hefuate) — Hark'ye, 
Charles, have you a mind for a laugh at Jofeph ? 

Cha. I ftiould like it of all things — let's have 
it. 

Sit Pet. Gad Pll tell him— I'll be even with Jo- 
feph for difcovering me in the clofet.— /^y^^.^ — 
Hark'ye Charles, he had a girl with him when I 
called. 

Cha. Who, Jofeph ! impoffible ! 

Sir Pet. Yes, a little French Milliner, (takes him 
to the front) and the beft of the joke is, flie is now in 
' the room. 

Cha. The devil (he is— Where ? 

Sir Pet. Hu(h, hufli, — ^behind the fcreen. 

Cha. I'll have her out. 

Sir Pet. No, no, no, no. 

Cha. Yes. 

Sir Pet. No. 

Cba. By the Lord I will— So nowfor't. 
Both runs up to the Jcreen-^fcfeen falls ^ at the fame 
time Joseph enters. 

Cha. Lady Teazle, byall that'ftVfOTvittWkX 
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Sir Pet. Lady Teazle, by all that's horrible ! 

Cha. Sir Peter, this is the fmartefl little FrencH 
Milliner I ever faw.— But pray what's the meaning 
of all this? You feem to have been playing at 
hide-and-feek here, and for my part, I don't know 
who's in or who's out of the fecret. — Madam^ 
will you pleafe to explain ? — Not a word !— Bro- 
ther, is it your pleafurc to illuftrate ? — Morality 
dumb too ! — ^Well, though I can make nothing 
of it, I fuppofe you perfedly underftand one ano- 
ther, good folks, and fo I'll leave you. Brotheis 
I am forry you ^ave given that - worthy man fo 
much caufe for uneafinefs — Sir Peter, there's no- 
thing in the world fo noble as a man of fentiment.— 
Ha, ha, ha! \Exiu 

, Jof, Sir Peter, notwithftan'ding appearances arc 
againft me — ^if — if you'll give me leave — I'll explain 
every thing to your fatisfadion. 

Sir Pet. If you pleafe, Sir. 

Jof. Lady Teazle knowing my — ^Lady Teazle— 
I fiay— knowing my pretentions — to your ward- 
Maria — and — Lady Teazle — I fay, knowing the 
jealoufy of my — of your temper— (he called in here 
—in order that (he — that I might explain — ^what 
thcfc pretentions were — And — hearing you were com- 
ing — and — as I faid before — ^knowing the jealoufy of 
your temper — (he — my Lady Teazle — I fay — ^^ent 

behind the fcreen and — thi^ is a full and clear 

^ account of the whole affair. * 

Sir Pet. A very clear account truly ! and 1 dare 
(ay the lady will vouch for the truth of every word 
of it. 
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Z. Teaz, (Advancing) For not one fyllable. Sir 
Peter. 

Sir Pet. What the devil ! don't you think It worth 
"your while to agree in the He ? 

L. Tea%. There is not one word of truth in what 
that gentleman has been faying.. 

Jof. Zounds, madam, you won't ruin me. 

L. Tea%. Stand out of the way, Mr. Hypocrite, 
I'll fpeak for myfelf. 

Sir Pet, Aye, aye — ^let her alone — ^fhe'll make a 
better flory of it than you did. 

jL. 7Vas. I came here with no intention of liften- 
ing to his addrefles to Maria, and even ignorant of 
his preteniions ; but feduced l>y his infidious arts, at 
leaft to liften to his addreffes, if not to facrifice 
bis honour, as well as my own, to his unwarrantable 
dcfires. 

JSir Pet, Now I believe the truth is coming in- 
deed. 

Jof, What ! is the woman mad ? 

L. Teaz, No, Sir, (he has recovered her fenfes*- 
Sir Peter, 1 cannot expert you will credit me,; but 
the tendernefs you expreffed for me, when I am cer- 
tain you did not know I was within hearing, has pe- 
netrated fo deep into my foul, that could I have 
efcaped the mortifics^tion of this difcovery, my fur 
turc life (hould have convinced you of my iincere re- 
pentance. As for that fmooth-tongued hypocrite, 
who would have ftduced the wife of his too credu- 
lous friend, while he pretended an honourable paffion ' 
&r his ward; I now vi^w him in £o defpicable a lights 
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that I (hall never again refpedl myfelf for having lif- 
tened to his addrefles. [^Exit. 

Jof. Sir Peter— Notwithftanding all this — Hea- 
ven is my vyitnef a 

Sir Pet, That you are a viUam and fo I'll 

leave you to your meditations— 

Jof. Nay, Sir Peter, you muft not leave me— 
The man who (huts his ears againft convidtion—- ^ 

Sid Pet, Oh, damn your fcntiments damO' 

your fentiments.— — 
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Joseph Surface^s Jpartment. 
Enter Joseph and a Servants 

Joseph, 

Mr. Stanley ! — ^why fhould you think I would fee 
Mr. Stanley ! you know well enough he comes in-* 
treating for fomething. 

Serf They let him in before I knew of it', and old 
Rowley is with him. 

Jof, *P(haw, you blockhead ; I am fo diftraded 
with my own misfortunes, I am not in a humour to 
fpeak to any one — but (how the fellow up. (Exit 
Sirjocmt.) Sure fortune never played a man of my 
policy fuch a trick before— My charaftcr ruined 
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with Sir Peter — my hopes of Maria loft — Pm in a 
pretty humour to liftcn to poor relations truly— I 
/han't be able to beftow even a benevolent fentiment 
on old Stanley. Oh, here he gomes ; I'll retire, 
and endeavour to put a little charity in my face how- 
ever.. [-ffx/V. 

^ Enter Sir Oliver and Rowley. 

^tr Ol'iv. What, does he avoid us? That was 
him^ was it not ? 

Row, Yes, Sir ; but his nerves are too weak to 
bear the fight of a poor relation : I (hould have come 
firft to bre^k the noatter to him. 

. Sir OliH:. A plague of his nerves yet this is he 

whom Sir Peter extols as a man of a rooft benevolent 
way of thinking. 

Row. Yes — he has as much fpeculative benevo- 
lence as any man in the kingdom, though he is not 
ib fenfual as to indulge himfelf in the cxcrcife of it. 

Sir Oisv, Yes, he ha& a ftring of fentiments, I fup. 
pofe, at his fingers ends. 

Raw, And his favourite one is, That chanty hegm 
at home* 

Sir Oliv. And his, 1 prcfumc, is of that domeftic 
fort, -which never ftirs abroad at all. 

Row. Well, Sir, I'll leave you to introduce your- 
felf as old Stanley ; I muft be here again to announce 
you in yoiir real charadler. 

Sir Oliv. ""True — And you'll afterwards meet me at 
Sir Peter's. 

Row, Without lofing a moment. IJSxjt Rowley. 
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Sir OUv, Here he comes^ 1 don't like the com* 

plaifance of his features. 

Enter Joseph. 

Jof. Sir, your mod obedient ; I \^g pardon for 

keeping you a moment Mr. Stanley, I prc- 

fumc. 

Sir Ol'iv, At your fervice, Sir. 

Jof. Pray be feated, Mr. Stanley, I intrearyou> 
Sir. 

Sir Oliv. Dear Sir there's no occafion. Too ce- 
remonious by half. L-^fi^" 

Jof. Though I have not the pleafure of your ac- 
quaintance, I am very glad to fee you look fo well.— 
I think, MV. Stanley, you was nearly related to my 
mother. 

Sir Oliv. I was. Sir; fo nearly, that my prcfcnt 
poverty I fear may do difcredit to her wealthy 
children ; elfe I would not prefume to trouble yon 
now. 

Jof. Ah, Sir, don't mention that — For the man 
who is. in diftrefs has ever a right to claim kindred 
with the wealthy ; I am fure I wifh I waj of that 
number, or that it was in my power to afiPord you 
even a fmall relief. 

Sir Oliv, If your uncle Sir Oliver was here I. 
ihould have a fiiend. 

Jof I wifh he was, Sir, you (hould not want an 
advocate with him,, believe me. 

Sir Oliv, I fhould not need one ; my diftrcffes 
wroidd recommend mc. But 1 im^w^^ \vv% Vjo\mr:- 
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^y had enabled you to be the agent of his cha- 
n'ties. 

Jof. Ah, Sir, you are miftaken ; avaiice, ava- 
rice, Mr. Stanley, is the vice of age ; to be fure it 
lias been fpread abroad that he has been very bounti- 
ful to me, but without the leaft foundation, though 
I never chofe to contradidl the report. 

Sir OUv. And has he never remitted you bullion, 
rupees, or pagodas ? 

Jofi, Oh, dear Sir, no fuch thing ; I have indeed 
received fomc trifling prefents from him, fuch as 
fhawls, avadavats, and Indian crackers; nothing 
more, Sir. 

Sir OIIv. There's gratitude for twelve thoufand. 
pounds! (Aftde) Shawls, avadavats, and Indian 
crackers. 

Jofl Then there's my brother, Mr. Stanley ; one 
would fcarcc believe what I have done for that un- 
fortunate young man. 

Sir Oliv. Not I for one. (Afide) 

Jof. Oh, the fums I have lent him ! — ^Well, 
'twas an amiable weaknefs — I muil own I can't de- 
fend it, though it appears more blameable at prefent, 
as it prevents me from ferving you, Mr, Stanley, as 
my heart dirc^ls. 

Sir Oliv. DifTembler — (JJide). — Then you cannot 
aiTiiO: me. 

Jof. r am very unhappy to fay 'tis not in my 
power at prefent ; but you may depend upon 
hearbg from me when I can be of any fervice to 
you. 
Sir 0/Iv. Sw€€t Sir, you avc too ^00^^ 



^Z SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. Act V. 

^of. Not at all, Sir ; to pity without the power 
to relieve, is ftill more painful than to a(k and be 
denied. Indeed, Mr. Stanley, you have deeply af- 
fe6ied me. Sir, your moft devoted ; I wifh you 
health and fpirits. 

Sir Oliv, Your ever grateful and perpetual fbow" 
ing low) humble fervant. 

Jof, I am extremely forry, Sir, for your misfor- 
tunes — Here, open the door — Mr. Stanley, your mofi- 
devoted. 

Sir Oliv. Your moft obliged fervant. Charles^you* 
are my heir. . [^^Jide and Exit. 

Jof. This 18 another of the evils that attend a 
nan's having fo good a charafter — It fubjefts him 
to the importunity of the neceflitous — The pure and 
fleriing ore of charity, is a very expenfivc article in: 
th( catalogue of a man's virtues ; whereas, the fenti- 
mental French plate lufe, anfwers the purpofe full 
as well, and pays rto taxw (Going) 

Enter Rowley* 

Row. Mr. Surface, your moft obedient; I wait 
en you from your uncle, who is juft arrived. (Give$ 
him a note.) 

Jof. How ! Sir Oliver arrived 1 ■ Here» Mr. 
— — call back Mr. Stanley. 

Row, It's too late. Sir, I met him going out of 
the houfe. 

jfof. Was ever any thing fo unfortunate ! (jfJiJe) 
— I hope my uncle has enjoyed good health and ' 
^irits. 
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Row, Oh, very good, Sir; he bid mc inform 
you he'll wait on you within this half hour. 

Jo/. Prefent him my kind love and duty, and 
■aflure him I'm quite impatient to fee him. (Bow' 

Row. I (hall. Sir. * lExlt Rowley, 

Jof. Pray do. Sir. (Bows J — This was the moft 

rCjurfcd piece of ill luck. [^jc/V Jofcph. 



SCENE 11. 

t 

Sir Peter Teazle's Houfd. 

Enter Mrs. Candour and Maid. 

Maid. Indeed, Madam, my lady will fee no one 
^t prefent. 

Mrs, Can. Did you tell her it wae her friend Mr*. 
Candour? 

Maid. I did, Madam, and (he begs to be excuf- 
«ed. 

Mrs. Can. Go again, for I am fure fhe muft be 
greatly diftrefled. (Exit Mzid) How provoking to 
be kept waitingr— I am not miftrefs of half the 
circumftances : — I (hall have the whole affair in 
*.the ncwfpapers, with the parties names at full 
length, before I have dropped the ftory ^t a dozen 
huufes. 

Enter Sir Benjamin Backbite. 

Jf/v. Can. Oh, Sir Benjamin, 1 ^.m ^-s.^ ^j^iv 
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are .come ; have you heard of Lady Teazle's affkir? 
Well, I never was fo furprized — and I am lb difbeff- 
cd for the parties. 

Sir Benj. Nay, I can't fay I pity Sir Peter, he 
was always fo partial to Mr. Surface. 

Mrs, Can, Mr. Surface ! Why, it was .Charles. 

Sir Benj, Oh, no, madam, Mr. Surfece was the 
gallant. 

Mrs, Can, No, Chai^Ies was the lover ; and Mc 
Surface, to do himjuftice, was the caufe of the dif- 
covery : he brought Sir Peter, and 

Sir Benj, Oh, my dear madam, lio fuch thingi 
for I had it from one 

Mrs, Can, Yes, and I had it from one, that had 
it from one that knew 

Sir Benj, And I had it from one 

Mrs, Can, No fuch thing. But here comet 

my Lady Sneerwell, and perhaps fiie may have heard 
the particulars. / - 

jEnter Lady Sneerwell. 

L, Sneer. Oh, dear Mrs. Candour, here is a fad 
affair about our friend Lady Teazle. 

Mrs, Can, Why, to be fure poor thing, 1 am 
much concerned for her. 

L, Sneer, I proteft fo am I ^though I muft cop- 

fcfs (he was always too lively for me. 

Mrs, Can, But (he had a great deal of good-na- 
ture. ^ 

Sir Benj, And had a very ready wit. 

Mrs, Can, But do you know all the particulars ? 
^To Lady Sneerwell. ) 
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Sir Benj, Yet who could have fufpe£led Mr. Sur- 
face ? 

Mrs, Can. Charles you mean. 

Sir Benj, No, Mr. Surface. 

Mrs, Can, Oh, 'twas Charles. 

L, Sneer. .Charles ! 

Mrs, Can, Yes, Charles. 

Sir Benj, I'll not pretend to difpute with you^ 
Mrs. Candour ; but be it as it may, I hope Sir Pe- 
ter's wounds won't prove mortal. 

Mrs, Can, Sir Peter's wounds ! what I did they 
Sght, I never heard a word of that. ^ 

Sir Benj, No! 

Mrs.' Can, No ! 

L, Sneer, Nor I, a fy liable.: Do, dear Sir Ecnja- 
n^in, tell us. 
.Sir Benj, Oh my dear madam, then you don't 

know half the affair ^Why — why — I'll teD you — 

Sir Peter, you muft know, had a long time fufpeded 
Lady Teazle's vilits to Mr. Surface. 

Mrs, Can, To Charles you mean. 

Sir Benj, No, Mr, Surface — and upon going to 
his.houfe, and finding Lady Teazle there, Sir, fays 
Sir Peter, you are a very ungrateful fellow. 

JUr^, Can. Aye, that was Charles. 

Sir Benj, Mr, Surfaae. — — And old as I am, fays 
he, I demand immediate fatisfadion : upon this, 
they both drew their fwords, and to it they fell, 

Mrs. Can, That muft be Charles, for it fs veiy 
ronlikcly that Mr, Surface fhould fight him in his own 
houfe. 

K^ir Benj. 'Sdeath, madam, uol ^X ^* \j^^^ 
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Teazle, upon feeing Sir Peter in fuch danger, ran 
out of the room in ftrong hyfterics, and was followed 
by Charles, calling out for hartfliorn and water. 
They fought, and Sir Peter received a wound iit hi* 
right fide by the thruft of a fmall fword. 

Enter Crabtree* 

Crab. Piftols ! piftols ! nephew. 

Mrs. Can. Oh, Mr. Crabtree, I am glad you are . 
come ; now we (hall have the whole affair.^ 

Sir Benj. No, no, it was a fmall fword, uncle. 

Crab, Zounds, nephew, I fay it was a piftol. 

Sir Benj. A thruft infecond through the fmall guts» 

Crah^ A bullet lodged in the thorax. 

Sir Benj. But give me leave, dear uncle it was a 
fmall fword. 

Crab. 1 tell you it was a piftol — —Won't you fuf- 
fer any body to know any thing but yourfelf . ■ I t 
was a piftol, and Charles 

Mrs. Can> Aye ! I knew it was Charles. 

Sir Benj. Mr. Surface, uncle. 

Crab. Why zound3, 1 fay it was Charles, muft 
no body fpeak but yourfelf. I'll tell you how the 
whole affair was. 

L. Sneer. ') ^^^ ^^^ ^^ ^^^^ ^^^ ^^^ 

Mrs, Can. j 

Sir Benj. I fee my -uncle knows nothing at aD about 
the matter. 

Crab. Mr. Surface, you muft know. Ladies, came 
. late from Salt-hill, where he had been the evening 
before with a particular friend o£ \v\^ n<j\vo Vx-aA -^ (aa 
at Eton ; his piftols were \ek ou l\it Yixw^-axx, 'ctA 
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unfortunately loaded, and on Sir Peter's taxing Char- 
acB 

■Sir Benj. Mr, Surface you mean. 

Crab. Do, pray nephew, hold your tongue, and 
let me fpeak fome times — I fay, Ladies, upon his 
taking Charles to account, and taxing him with the 
bafeft: ingratitude r 

Sir Benj, Aye, Ladies, I told you Sir Peter taxed 
him with ingratitude. 

Grab, They agreed each to take a piftol— -They 

fired at the fame inftant Charles's ball took plac^, 

-and lodged in the thorax. Sir Peter's miffed, and 
what is very extraordinary, the ball grazed againft a 
little bronze Shakefpear that ilood over the chim- 
ney, flew off through the window at right angles^ 
and wounded the poft man, who was jufl come to 
the door with a double letter from Northarapton- 
Ihire. 

Sir Benj, 1 heard nothing of all this I muft own. 
Ladies, my uncle's account is more circumftantial^ 
though I believe mine is the true on. 

Zr. Sneer. I am more intcrefted in this affair than 
they imagine, and mufl have better information. 

[_jijidey and Exit, 

Sir Benj. Lady Sneerwell's alarm is very eafily ac- 
^unted for. 

Crab, Why, yes; they do fay— —but that's nei- 
ther here nor there. 

Mrs* Can. But, pray where is Sir Peter now ? I 
kope his wounds won't prove mortal. 

Crab* He was carried home imnvedia.ld^> ^iii. 
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has given pofitive orders to be denied to creiy 
body. / 

Sir Befij^ And 1 brieve Lady Teazle is attending 

Mrs. Can* I do believe fo too. 

Crdb. Certainly — 1 met one of the faculty as I 
came in. 

^iV Benj, Gad fo ! and here he comes. 

CnaL Yes, yes, that's the Dodlor. 

Mrs, Can. That certainly muft :be' the'phyficfan'-^ 
Now we fhall get infofmition. 

;£w/^r Sir Oliver Sukface. 

'Dear Do<^or how is your patient ? 

Sir Benj- I hope his wounds are' not mortaL 

Crab. Is he in a fair way of recovery? 

Sir Benj. Pray, Dodlor, Was he not woundeBl)iy 
a thruft of a fword through the fmall guts ? 

Crah. Was it oiot by a buRet that lodged m thie 
thorax ? 

Sir Benj. Nay, pray anfwer me. 

Crab. Dear, dear Do£tor fpeak. (JU jailing 
him.) 

Sir Oliv. "Hey, hey, good people, are you all 
mad ?-^Why, what the devil is the matter? — a 
fword through the fmall guts, and a btdlet lodged 
in the thorax i 'What wouM you all be at ? 

Sir Benj. Then, perhaps, Sir, you ^te not a doc- 
tor. 

Sir Oliv. If I am, -Sir, -'I am to thaiik you fcr 
my degree. 
Crab. Oiily a particular £iktid> 1 Ivi^^ol^. 
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Sir 0/w. Nothing more, Sir. 

Sir Benj, Then, I fuppofe, as you are a friend, 
you can i)e better able to give us fome account of his 
wounds. 

Sir Oliv. Wounds ! 

Mrs. Can, What! havn't you heard he wat 
wounded ?~-the faddeft accident. 

Sir. Bcnj. A thruft with a fword through the fmall 
guts. 

Crab. A bullet in the thorax. 

Sir ORv. Good people, fpeak one at a tin>e, I be- 
fccch* you— You both agree, that Sir Peter is dan- 
geroufly wounded^ 

^f ' . > Aye, aye, we both agree in that* 
Str Benj. 3 

Sir Oli'O. Then I will be bold to lay, Sir Peter 

is one of the moll imprudent men in the world, 

for here he comes wa&:ing as if nothing had hap- 

■pened. 

Enter Sir Pbter. 

•My good friend, you are certainly mad to walk 
about in this condition ; ydu (hould go to bed, 
you that have had a fword through your fmall guts, 
Smd a bullet lodged in yotar thorax. 

Sir Pet, A fword through my fmall guts, and a 
bullet lodged in my thorax. 

Sir OBv, Yes, thefe worthy people would have 
killed you without law or phylic, and wanted to 
dub me a Dodor»,in order tormake me an accom- 
pL'ce. 

iSiir Pef. IVbat is HI this > t^- "^ " \ \i 



ico SCHOOL FOR SCAMDAL. Act V. 

Sir Benj, Sir Peter, we arc all very glad to find 
the ' ftory of the duel is not true. 

•Crab. And exceedingly forry about your other 
misfortunes. 

Sir Pet. So, fo, all over the town already. 

I4fide. 

Mrs. Can. Though, as Sir Peter was fo good a 
hufband, I pity him fincerely. 

Sir Pet. Plague of your pity. 

Crab. As you continued fo long a batchdoi;, you 
was certainly to blame to marry at all. 

Sir Pet. Sic, I dcfire you will confider this'is my 
own houfe. 

Sir Benj. However you muft not be offended at 
thejefts you'll meet on this oceaiion* 

Crah. It is no uncommon cafe, that's one thing. 

Sir Pet. I infift upon being mafter here : In plain 
terms I defirc you'll leave my houfe immediately. 

Mrs. Can. Well, well. Sir, we are going, and 
you may depend upon it, we (hall make the beft of 
the ftory. {^Exit. 

Sir Benj. And tell how hardly you havebeen treat- 
ed. 

Sir Pet. Leave my houfe direftly. 

\^Exit Sir Benjamin* 

Crah. And how patiently you bear it. 

\^Exit Crabtrec. 
, Sir Pet. Leave mj houfe, I fay Friend^ fu- 
ries, there is no bearing it ! 

Enter Rowley. 
Sir ORv. Well; Sir P^tcr, IVkvit fc^iK^^c^m- 
4 
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Row. Andy Sir Oliver is convinced, your judg- 
ment is right after all. 

Sir Oiiv. Aye, Jofeph is the man. 

Roiv, Such fentiments. 

Sir Oliny^ And afts up to the fentiments he pro-- 
feffes. 

Ro*Wi Oh, 'tis edification to hear him talk. 

Sir OHv, Hie is a pattern for the young men of 

the age. But how comes it Sir Peter, that you 

don't join in his praifes ? 

^fV Pet: Sir Oliver, we live in a damn*d wicked' 
world, and the fewer we praife the better. 

Sir OHv. Right, right, my old friend — But was 
you always fo moderate in your judgment ? 

Roiu* Do you fay foj Sir Peter, you who was ne- 
ver-'miftaken in your life ? 

Sir Pet. Oh, pkgue of your jokes I fuppofe 
you are acquainted with the whol^ affair. 
. Row, I am indeed. Sir. — I met Lady Teazle re- 
turning from Mr. Surface's fo humbled, that fhe 
deign'd to beg even me to become her advocate. 

Sir Pet. What ! does Sir Oliver know it too ? 

Sir OHv, Aye, aye, every circumflance. 

Sir Pet. What 1 about the clofet and the fcreen? 

Sir Oiiv. Yes, and the little French Milliner too ' 
-—I never laughed more in my life. 

Sir Pet, And a very pleafant jeft it was. 

Sir Oiiv: This is your man of fentiment. Sir Pe- 
ter. 

Sir Pet. Oh, damn his fentiment. 

Sir OHv, You mufthave made a pretty aip\>^ai- 
Macc when Charles dragged you out o? \Xvt AqI^X% 
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Str Pet. Yea, yes, that was very diverting. 

SirOliv. And, egad Sir Peter, I (hould like to 
have feen your face wheir the fcreen was throvm 
down. 

Sir Pet. My face when the fcreen was throwa 
down ! oh yes ! — There's no bearing this. {^A/ide. 

Sir OIw. Come, come^ my old friend, don't be 
vexed, for 1 can't help laughing for the foul of me^ 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

S^lr Pet. Oh, laugh on — I ana not vexed— no, no, 
it is the j^eafantefi thing in the world. To be the 
Handing jeft of all one's acquaintance, 'Us the happi*^ 
eft fituation imaginable. 

Row^ See, Sir, yonder's my Lady Teazle com* 
ing this way. and in tears, let me beg of you to be 
reconciled* 

Sir OUn>. Well, well, I'H leave Rowby to mediate 
between you, and take my leave, but yeu mu& make 
halle after me to Mr. Surface's, where I go,. if not 
to reclaim a libertine^ at leaft to expofe hypetcirify. 

Sir Pet. I'll be with yo^ at the difcovery • I fl^ould 
like to fee it, though it is a vile unlucky place for 
difcovcrics. Rowley, (looking out J fhe is not coming 
this way. 

Row. No, Sir, but (he has left the room door 
open, and waits your con[iing. 

Sir Pet. WeU, certainly mortification is very bc« 
coming in a wife. — ^Don't you think I had bell let 
her pine a little longer. 

Row. Oh, Sir) that's being toa fevere« 



k/ 
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Sir Pet. I don't think fo ; the letter I found from 
Charlesy was evidently intended for her. 

Row. Indeed, Sir Peter, you arc much miftakcn.- 

Sir Pet. If I was con vineed. of that-— See, Mailer 
Rowley, (he looks this way— What a remarkable ele- 
gant turn of the head ihe has — I have a good mind> 
to goto her. 

Row. Do, dear Sir. 

Sir Pa. But when it is known that we are recon- 
ciled,. I fhall be laughed at more than ever. 

Row. Let them laugh on, and retort their malice 
upon themfelvei^ by (hewing them you«an be happy: 
in fpite of their flknder. 

Sir Pet. Faith, and fo I will. Matter Rowley, 
and my Lady Teazle and I may flill be the happiefk 
couple— in the country. 

Rif^. O fye, Sir Feter^ he that lays afide fufpi- 
cion— ' • 

Sir Ptt% Wf dear Rovi^iey, if you have any rfc* 
gard for me> never let me hear you utter any thing* 
like a fentiment again ;. ! have had enough of that 
to lad mc the rcmainderof my life. [^Exeunt.. 



SCENE in. 

Jos E p H * s ^ Library. 
I 
Enter Josebh and Lzdy Sn^ehwell. 

Z. JWa JinpoiBble !' will notSir^tltxVv 
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diately reconciled to Charles^ and no longer oppofe 
Ill's union with Maria* 

Jof. Can pafiion mend it ? 

Z. Sneer. No, nor cunning neither, f was a fool 
;lo league with fuch a blunderer. 

Jof> Sure, my Lady Sneen^'cll, I am the greatcll 
fuffeier in this afl'air, and yet, you fee, I bear it with 
calmnefs. 

L.Sneen. Becaufe th./ difappointment'does not 
reach your heart ; your intcreft was only concerned. 
Had you felt for Maria, what I do for that un- 
fortunate libertine your brother, jQfX would not 
be diffuaded from taking every revenge in your 
power. 4 

Jof. Why will you rail at me iiSt the difappoinU 
Hient ? 

Z. Sneer. Are you not the caufe ? Had you not a 
fufficient field for your roguery in impofing upon Sir 
Peter, and fupplanting your brother, but you muft 
endeavour to feduce his wife ? I hate fuch an ava- 
rice of crimes; 'tis an unfair monopoly, and never - 
profpers. jj 

Jof, Well, I own I am to blame — I have deviated 
from the dire6l rule of wrong. Yet, I cannot think 
circumilances are fo bad as your Ladyfliip appre- 
hends. 

Z. Sneer* No ! 

Jof, You tell me you have made another trial of 

Snake, that he ftill proves fteady to our intereft, and 

that he is ready, ifoccafion requires, to fwear to a 

coj^p6i having pailed between Charles and your 

Laay(hip» 
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Z. Sneer. And what then ? 

yofu Why, the letters which have been fo care- 
fully circulated, will corroborate his evidence, and 
prove the truth of the affertion. But 1 expcA my 
UBcle every moment, and muft beg your Ladyfhip to 
retire into the next room. 

L. Sneer: But* if he (hould find you out. 

Jof. I have no fear of that — Sir Peter won*t tell 
for his own fake, and I fhall foon find out Sir Oliver's 
weak fide. 

L- Sneer. Nay, I have no doubt of your abilities, - 
only be conflant to one villainy at a time. 

Jof. Well, I wiU, I will.— i^^rciV Lady Sneer- 

well) It is confounded hard though, to be bait- 

. ed by fwic's confederates in wickednefs — (knocking) 
—Who have we got here \ My uncle Oliver, I fup- 
pofe«7-Oh, old Stanley again ! HowcomeS'he here 2 
He muft not fta y 

Enier Sir Oliver. 

■ I told you already, Mr. Stanley, that it was not lu^ 
my power to relieve you. 

Sir Olh, But I hear. Sir, that Sir Oliver is arriv-- 
cd, and perhaps he might. 

JTo/.- Well, Sir J. you cannot flay now. Sir; but 
any other time. Sir, you fhall certainly be relieved. 

Sir Oiiv. Oh, Sir Oliver and I mufl be acquaint- 
ed. 

J^of. I muft infift upon your going. Indeed, Mr*- 
Stanley you can't ftay. 

Sh- Olsvi Pofnivcly I muft fee Sir Olricri % 
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Jof. Then pofitively you ihaa't ftay. 

\^PuJin*g bim otit^ 

Enter Charles* 

Cia, Hey day \ whaPs the matter ? Whyv wlio 
the devil have we got here ? What« my little P«y 
mium. Ob, bratKer» you muft not hurt my little 
broker. But, hark^ye, Joieph» what> tunre ypu 
been borrowing money too ? 

^of. Borrowing nwney ! no brother rW« tfr 

pe6^ my uncle Oliver here every mmute> mmL Mr* 
•Stanley infills upon feeing him* 

Cha. Stanley ! Why hi& name ia Premium. 

Jfof. No, no I 1 tell you hia name ia Stanley. 

C/ja* But 1 tell you again his nanM ifi Premtum* 

jfaf. It don't fignify what hia name is. 

Cha*. No more it don't, aa you £iy bcotber^ foe I 
fuppofe he goes by half an hundred namea^ be fide*. 
A. B. at the coffee houfea. But old Noll mud not 
come and catch my little broker here neither. 

^f, Mr. Stanley, I beg 

Cla* And I beg, Mr. Premium— 

yof. You muft. go indeed, Mr. Stanley. 

Cikil Aye, you muft go Mr. Premium. 

l^Soth p^lng hm* 

EnUr Sir Peter, I-ady Teazle, Maria and 
Rowley. 

Shr PeL Wlat, my old friend Sir Oliver ! what's 
the matter ? — In the name of wonder were there ever 
ti^uch ungraciovt nephewSi to afiault their uncle 
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L, Tea». On mj^vocd^. Sir, it was well wc came 
to your refcue. 

>/. Charles!-' 

Gha. Jofeph ! 

^of. Now our. xuitt ift completff.- 
. Ciiu Yeiy ! 

Si^-PtU Yoir find, Sir Oliver, your neccHItou*' 
chara6ter of. old Stanley could not prote£byou. 

Sir OUv* ^o ! nor Premium neither. The necefr 
fities of the former could not extra^ a fhiUing fironv 
that benevolent gentleman there ; and with the other 
I ftood a worie ch^ce than my anceftora, and had 
like to have^ been knocked down without being bid' 
for. Sir Peter,, my friend and Rowley, look upon' 
tiiat elder nephew of mine ; you both know, what H^ 
have done for him, and how gladly L would have 
koked upon half my fortune as held only in truft fb& 
hiou Judge then- of my furprile and difappoint- 
ment, at finding him deftitute of truth, chasity, andf 
gratitude. 

Sir Pet0 Sir Oliver, F fhould be as muehf urprifcd. 
a« you, i£ I did not already know him to be artfu^i 
ftlfifli and hypooriticaL 

Z. Teavir, And if he pleads not guilty tOi all thi8|> 
let him call on me to finifh his chara6ler. 

Sir Pet, Then I bdieve we need not add more,r 
ft>r if he knows, himfelf, it will be a fuificient punlfh-* 
mentfor him, that he is known by the world. 

Cha. If they talk this way to honedy, what wiS 
they fay to me by and by. Z4fide. 

Sir Oiiv. As for^ that profligate the xe 

^Pointing tQ Qc«^s»* 
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Char. Aye, now comes my turn ; the damn'd fa- 
mily ptduies will ruin me. [^^» 

Jof. . Sir Oliver, will you honour me with a hear- 
ing? 

Char. Now, if Jofeph would make one of his 
long fpeeches, I (hould have time to recolle£l my- 
felf. I4fide. 

Sir Pet. I fuppofe you would undertake to juftify 
yourfelf entirely. 

jof. I truft I could, Sir. 

Sir Oiiv. 'Pfhaw ; (turns away from him) and 1 
fuppofe you could juftify yourfelf too. ^7^ Charles.) 

Cha. Not that I know of. Sir. 

Sir Oliv. What, my little Prcmiunj was let too 
much into the fccret ! 

C&a. Why yes, Sir.; but they were hmilj fccrets, 
and (hould go no further. 

Row. Come, come, Sir Oliver, 1 am fure you 
cannot look upon Charles's follies with anger. 

Sir Oliv. No, nor with gravity neither. Do 

you know. Sir Peter, the young rogue has been fell- 
3|^jne his anceftors : 1 have bought judges and ftaff- 
ofEcers by -the foot, and maiden aunts as cheap as old 
china. ( During this fpeech Charles laughs behind bis 
hat.) V 

Cha. Why, that I have made free with the family 
canvas is true, my anceftors may rife in judgment 
againft me, there's no denying it ; but believe me 
when I tell you (and upon my foul I would not fay it, 
if it was not fo) if I. don't appear mortified at the 
cxpofure of my follies^ it is, becaufe I feel at this 
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'Xnoment the warmeft fatisfadion, at feeing you, my 
liberal benefactor. (Embrates him.) 

Sir Oiiv. Charles, I forgive yon ; give me your 
land again, the little ill-looking fellow over the fet- 
tce has made your peace for you. 

Cha, Then, Sir, my gratitude to the originaF is 
ftill increafed. 

L, Teaz. Sir Oliver, here is another with whom 
I dare fay Charles is no lefs anxious to be recon- 
ciled. 

Sir Oliv, I have heard of that attachment before, 
and with the Lady 'a leave — if I conftrue right that 
blufh— 

Sir Pet. Well, child, fpeak for yourfclf. 

Maria. I have little more to (ay, than that I 
wifti' him happy, and for any influence I might 
once have had over his affeftions, I moft willing- 
ly refign them to one who has a better claim to 
them. 

Sir Pet. Hey, what's the matter now ? while - 
he was a rake and a profligate, you would hear of 
nobody elfe ; and now that he is likely to reform, 
you won't have him. What's the meaning of aU 
this? ^ 

Maria. His own heart, and Lady Sneerwell, can 
beil inform you. 

Cha. Lady Sneerwell ! 

Jof. I am very forry, brother, I am obliged to 
fpeak on this point, but juftice demands it from W ; 
and Lady Sneerwell's wrongs can no longer be con- 
cealed. 
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Enier hzdy Sn«brwell. 

. Sir Pet. Another French Milliner !— I beKeve he 
hsts one in evtrf room in the houfe. 

Z,. Sneer. Ungrateful Charles! well you may feem 
confounded and furprifed at the indelicate fltuation to 
which your perfidy has* reduced me. 

Cia. Fsay uncle is this another of your plots, for,^ 
as I liVe^ this is the firft 1 ever heard of it. 

y^f. There is but one witnefs, Ibeliew, neceffary 
to the buGnefs. 

Sir Pet. And that witnefs is Mk Snake — ^You 
were perfedly in the right in bringing him with you*. 
Let him appear. 

Row. Defire Mr. Snake to walk in. — It iarather 
unlucky 9 Madam, that he (hould be brought to con. 
front^. and not fiipport your Lady (hip* * 

Enter Snake. 

L^ Sneer. I am furprifed ! what^ f9«ak villittiii^ 
hav« you too cpnfpired agaiuii oie ? 

Snaie. I beg your Ladylhip ten tboufand p?^ 
4ons ; I muft own you paid me very liberally for the 
lyiijg queftions, but I have unfortunately been offer- 
ed double for fpeaking the truth. 

Sir Pet. Plot and counterpipt — I giw your hAf" 
ihip much joy of your negociatiop. 
^ L. Sneer. May thd^ torments of defpaic aiid diiap- 
]Kiintment light upoayouialL f Going* J: 

L. Teaz. Hold, Lady Sneer weU ; before you go j, 
[iVe mt IcsLYC to return you iVi^uVs, iox \\i^ Xxq\^^ 
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yoa and this gentleman took, in writing letters in 
• my name to Charles^ and anfwcring them yourfelf ; 
-««iid9 at tho bme time^ I muft beg you wiQ prefent 
my compliments to the fcandaTous college, of which 
you are prefident, and inform them, that Lady Tea- 
zk, licentiate, returasthe diploma they granted her>. 
at ihfr leaves off pra£iice, and kills chara^^ers no 
longer* 

L* Sneer. You too, Madam! Provoking infolent ! 
may your hufband Kve thefe fifty years. \^ExlK 

L* Team* Oh Lord^ what a malicious creature 
it is! 

Sir Pet. Not for her laft wifh I hope 

L. Tea%^ Oh, no, no, no. 

Sir Pet. Well, Sn* What have you to fay for 

yourfelf? ^Tojofcph) 

Jiff. Sir, I" am fo confounded that Lady SneerwcU 
fliould impofe upon us aH, by fuboming Mr. Snake^ 
that 1 know not what to fay ^but left her ma- 
lice fliould prompt her to injure my brotlicr 1 had 

better follow her. [Exit^ 

Sir Pet. Moral to the laft;. 

Sir OKv. Marry her, Jofeph, marry her if you 
can— OS and' vinegar — You'll do very well together. 

Row. Mr. Snake, 1 believe, we have no further 
occafion for you. 

Snake. Before I go, I muft beg pardoli of thefe 
good ladies and gentlemen, for whatever trouble I 
have been the humble inftrument of caufing. 

Sir Pet. You have made amends by your open con- 
feffion. 
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In the lone rftfllc hall for ever pounded^ 

With dogs^ ca/Sy rats, and /quailing brats furrounded f 

With humble curates can I now retire ? 

(While good Sir Peter boozes with the 'fquirej, 

jindat back-gammon niortify my foul. 

That pants fw Loo,^ or Jlutterr at a voleh 

Seven's the main / — dear found I — thou mufl expire, 

Loflat hot-cockles round a Chriflmas fire I 

The tranfient hour offnjhion too foon f pent, 

•* Farewell the tranquil mind, farewell content !. 

** Farewell the plumed head — the cufhion^d tete, 

** That takes the cufhbnfrom its proper feat I 

** The fpiritjlirring drum I — card drums I mean-^^ 

" Spadille, odd Tricky Pam, Baflo, King and ^een^ 

** jind you, ye knockers, that with brazen throaty. 

** The welcome vijttor^s approach denote, 

" Farewell I — jill quality of highi renown^., 

** Pride, pomp and circumflance of glorious town^ 

** Farewell I — your revels I partake no more, 

** And Lady Teazle's occupation's 6*er I" 

-^All this I told our bard, he fmiVd, andfaid, Uwas 

clear, 
J ought to play deep tragedy next year : 
Mean while he drew wife morals from hisplay^ 
And in theft folemn periods flaW d away : 
** Ble/l were the fair, like you her faults whoflopt, 
** And clos* d her follies when the curtain dropt ! 
** No more in vice or error to engage, 
** Or play the fool at large on life's great JlageP* 



THE 

CRITIC; 

OR, 

A TRAGEDY REHEARSED. 

A 

DRAMATIC PIECE, 

IN THREE ACTS. 



BY R. B. SHERIDAN, ESQ. 



ADAPTED FOR 



VMSATRICAL RE P RES E NTATI N, 

A8 PERrOXMED AT THE 

T H E A T R E - R O Y A L, 
DRURY^LANE. 



UEGULATED FROM THE ?ROMPT-BOOK. 
By Permijpom of the Managers • 

* The Lines diftlngnHiied by inferted Commas, are omitted in tHe Reprefentatlon.** 

DUBLIN : 



PRINTED BY WILLIAM PORTER^ 

«0R WILLIAM JONES, NO. 86, DAME^S' 



«DCCZCU1« 



raiJEKt^ 



iro MR&.GREFILLE. 



MADAM, 

iLN requ^ing your permi/Jton to addrofs thefollonu^ 

ing pages toy9u, wAici as they aim ihen^elves i$ he 

critical^ require every prote^ion and allowance that 

Mpproving tajle or friendly prejudice can give tbem^ 

J yet ventured ;to mention no other. motive than the 

;gratification (f. private Jtiendjhip and efleem. Had 

I fuggefted a hope that your implied approbation 

■iffould give afanSlifm to their defeSis^ your particu-" 

Jar rejerve^ and diflike to the reputation of critical 

\tafte^ as 'well as ef poetical talent^ would have 

4nade you refufe the proteflion of your name tofucb 

a purpofe. However, I am not fo ungrateful as 

now to attempt to combat this difpofition in you. I 

fhall not here prefume to argue that the prefentflate 

of poetry claims and expeBs every affjlance that 

tafte and example can afford it: nor endeavour to 

^rove that afajiidious concealment of the mojl ele» 

gant produEUon's of judgment andfanc^ is an i({ re- 

tumjbr the pojfejfton of thofe endo*u)nient5v 

^u^ta ileceive jourfelf in the idea that ^ou Qi 
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only io be eminently admired and regarded for the 
valuable qualities that attach private friend/hips^ 
and the graceful talents that adorn converfation* 
Enough of what you have written^ hasjlolen into 
full public notice to anfwer my purpofe ; and you 
nvill^ perhaps f be the only per/on^ converfant in ele- 
gant literature^ who Jball read this addrefsy and 
not perceivcy that by publijhing your particular ap^ 
probation of the following dramay I have a more in-^ 
terefed object than to boafi the true refpeB and re* 
gard with which 

I have the honour to ie^ 

. MADAM^ 

Tour veryjtncere, 
And obedient humble fervanty 
R. B. SHERIDAN. 



PROLOGUE. 



BY THE UONORABLE 

RICHARD FITZPATRICK, 



The Syier Mu/es^ ivhom the/a realms ckj. 
Who o'er the Drama hold divided f<wayy 
Sometimesj by evilcounfellors, Wis f aid 
Like earth-horn potentates have been mtjled : 
In thofe gay days of '•jjlchednefs and wlt^ 
When ViUlers criticized what Dry den tvrli. 
The Tragic ^een, to plcnje a tajl clefs crowd. 
Had learned to bellow^ rant, and roar fo loud. 
That frightened Nature, her bef friend before. 
The bluft* ring beldam's company forf wore. 
Her comic S'l/ler, who had wit Uis true. 
With all ^r merits, had her fallings too ; 
uind would fometlmes In mirthful moments ufe 
Aflyle too flippant for a well-hred Mufe. 
Then female modefly abajh'd, began 
Tofeek the friendly refuge of the fan, 
A while behind that flight entrenchment flood 
^Tlll driven from thence, fhe left the flage for good. 
In our more pious, and far chafler tines I 
Thefefure no longer are the Mufc's crimes I 
But fome complain, that, former faults tojhun. 
The reformation to extremes has run. 
The frantic hero's wild delirium pajl^ 
Now in/iijfJdUy fucceeds bombafi ; 

F 
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Sojloiu Melpomene* s cold numbers creeps y 

Here duUneJs feemx her dronvfy court to Iteep^ \ 

And ive^ arcfcarce awake, winlj! you arefajl qfleep, J 
Thalia, once fa ill-lehav^d and rude, 
Reformed ; is no\v become an arrant prude^ 
ItetaiUng nightly to the yatuning pit, 
The purejl morals, undeJiPd by twit ! 
Our Author offers in thefe motley fcencsy 
A flight remonjl ranee to the Drama's queensj^ 
Nor let the goddejjes be over nice ; 
Fj'ee fpok^nfuhj^ils give the heft advice* 
Although not quite a novice in his trade. 
His caufe to-night requires no common aid, 
iT'o this, a friendly, jujl, and powerful court, 
I come Ambaffador to beg fupport* 
Can hs undaunted, brave the critic'* s rage ? 
In civil broils, with brother bards engage ? 
Hold forth their errors to the public eye. 
Nay more, e*en News-papers them/elves dtfy f 
Say, muft hisfingle arm encounter all ? 
By numbers vanqui/h\l, e*en the brave may fall j 
And though no leader floould fuccejs diftruji, 
IVhof troops are willing, and whofe caufe isjujlj 
To hid fuch hofts of angry foes defiance. 
His ciref dcpendance mtft be, your alliance. 
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THE 

CRITIC. 

ACT I. SCENE L • 



Mifttmd Mr^f, Dangle at \Bteai/q/l, and reading 
Ncnvfpapert» 



Dangle ( reading »} 

** Brutus to Lord North.'*— ** Letter the fecond, 
•«* on the State of the Army."— Tfhaw ! " To the 
«« firft L— dafli D. of the A— da(h Y."— « Gc- 
« nuine Extrad of a Letter from St. Kitt's."-^ 
•** Goxheath Intelligence.*' — " It is now confident- 
" iy afferted that Sir Charles Hardy."— Tfliaw! 
—Nothing but about the fleet, and the nation ! — 
and I hate all politick but theatrical politics.—- 
Where's the Morning Chronicle ? 

Mrs. Dan. Yes, that's your gazette. 

Dan* So, here we have il. 

•« Theatrical intelligence extraordinary^^* " We 

*•' hear there is a new tragedy in Ye\\eti\^\xV ^X "X^ww*-^- 
^^ Laae l^heatre, call'd the Spamftv Kvm^c^'o^, VilA 
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•* to be written by Mr. PufF, a gentleman well known 
** in the theatrical world ; if we may allow ourfdves 
** to give credit to the report of the performers, 
" who, truth to fay, are in general but indifferent 
•* judges, this piece abounds with the moft llrikiug 
** and received beauties of modem compofition.*'— . 
So! I am very glad my friend Puff's tragedy rs in 
fuch forward nefs. — Mrs. Dangle, my dear, you will 
be very glad to hear that PufPs tragedy 

Mrs, Dan, Lord, Mr. Dangle, why will you 
plague me about Aich nonfenfe ? — Now the plays are 
Kcgun I fhall have no peace. — Isn't it fufficient to 
nir^ke yourfelf ridiculous by your pafTion for the the- 
atre, without continually teazing me to join you? 
AVhy can't you ride your hobby-horfe without de- 
fjilng to place me on a pillion behind you, Mr. 
Dangle I 

Dan, Nay, my dear, I was only going to read—* 

Mrs, Dan, No, no ; you never will read any 
tiling that's worth liflening to : — y«u hate to hear 
about your country ; there are letters every day with 
Roman fignatures, demonflratlng the certainty of an 
invafion, and proving that the nation is utterly un- 
done — But you never will read anything to entertain 
one. 

Dan, What has a woman to do with politics, Mrs, 
Dangle ? 

Mrs, Dan* And what have you to do with the 

theatre, Mr. Dangle ? Why (hould you affe6l the 

chai after of a Critic ? I have no patience with you !— - 

haven't you made yourfelf the jeft of all ^ovir acquaint- 

^Mjicc by your interference in m^MUts viXx^xt ^ou^»J^^ 
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ilo bufinefs ? Are not you call'd" a theatrical Quid- 
nunc, and a mock Maecenas to fecond-hand au- 
thors ? 

Dan, True ; my power with the Managers is pret- 
ty notorious ; but is it no credit to have applications- 
from all quarters for my intereft ? — From lords to re- 
commend fidlers, from ladies to get boxes, from au- 
thors to get anfwcrs, and from adors to get engage- 
' ments. 

Mrs, Dan, Yes, truly; you have contrived to get 
a fimfc in all the plague and trouble of theatrical 
property, without the profit, or even the credit of 
the abufe that attends it« 

Dan, I am fure, Mrs. Dingle, you are no lofcr 
by it. However ; you have all the advantages of it : 
—mightn't you, laft winter, have liad the reading of 
the new P&ntoraime a fortnight previous to its per- 
formance ?. And doesn't Mr. Fofbrook let you take 
places for a play before it is advertised, and fet you 
down for a Box for every new piece through the fea-- 
fon ? And. didn't my friend, Mr. Smatter, dedicate 
bis lafl Farce to you at my paiticular rcqueft, Mrs. 
Dangle ? 

Mrs, Dan, Ycs ; but* wasn^t the Farce damn'd, 
Mr* Dangle ? And to be fure it h extremely pleafant 
tt> have one's houfe made the motley rendezvous of all 
the- lackeys of literature ! — The very high change of 
trading authors and jobbing cr^cs !— Yes, my draw- 
ing room is an abfoliite regiiler-ofEce for candidate 
adors, and poets without charader ;.^then to be con- 
tinually alarmed with Miflcs and Ma'anva ^v^\w«|^\C\^- 
teric changes on JuJicta- and DoduA^H 'S^^^ '«s^v^ 
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ftafF's Page, and are about as near the ftandard of the 
original. 

Sir Fret. Ha ! 

Sneer, — In fliort, that even the fineft paffages you 
fteal are of no fervice to you ; for the poverty of 
your own language prevents their aflimilating ; fo 
that they lie on the furface like lumps of marl on a 
barren moor, encumbering what it is not in their 
power to fertilize !— - 

Sir Fret, (After great agitation,) N ow ano- 
ther perfon would be vex*d at this. 

Sneer, OhJ but I wouldn't have told you, only to 
divert you. 

Sir Fret, I know it — I am diverted,— Ha I ha ! 
ha ! — not the Icaft invention !— Ha 1 ha ! ha ! very 
good ! — very good ! 

Sneer, Yes — no genius ! Ha I ha ! ha ! 
Dan, A fevcre rogue ! . Ha,! ha! ha ! But you 
are quite right, Sir Fretful, never to read fuch non- 
fenfe. 

Sir Fret, To be furc— for if there is any thing to 
one's praife, it is a foolilh vanity to be gratified at it, 
and if it isabufe,— why one is always fure to hear of 
it from one damn'd good natur'd friend or another ! 

Enter Servant. 

Ser, Sir, there is an Italian gentleman, with a 
French interpreter, and three young ladies, and a 
dozen muficians, who fay they are fent by Lady 
Rondeau and Mrs. Fuge. 

Dan, Gadfo ! they come b^ ^^^o\ti\.m^xv\.. "De*: 
Mrs. Dangk, do let them kuovj V\i ke. v\it.m e^lxt^-^. 
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Mrs. Dan. You know, Mr. Dangle, Ifhan'tun- 
derftand a word they fay. 

Dan. But you hear there's an interpreter. 

Mrs. Dan. Well, I'll try to endure their com- 

plaifance till you come. \Exit. 

Ser. And Mr. Puff, Sir, has fent word* that the 

' laft rebearfal is to be this morning, and that he'll 

call on you prefently. 

Dan. That's true — I fhall certainly be at home. 
(Exit Servant.) Now, Sir Fretful, if you have a 
mind to have juftice done you in the way of anfwer 
«p— Egad, Mr. Puff's your man. 

Sir Fret. 'Pfhaw! Sir, why fb|3«ili4 I wilh to have 
-k anfwered, when I tell you I am' pleafed at it ? 

Dan. True, I had forgot that. — But 1 hope you 
are not fretted at what Mr. Sneer 

Sir Fret. — Zounds ! no, Mr. Dangle, don't I 
tell you thefe things never fret me in the leaft. 

Dan. Nay, I only thought 

Sir Fret. « — And let me teU you, Mr. Dangle, 'tis 
damn'd afiVonting in you, to-fuppofe that I am hurt, 
when I tell you I am not. 

Sneer. But why fo warm. Sir Fretful ? 
Sir Fret. Gadflife ! Mr. Sneer, you -are as abfurd ' 
: as Dangle ; how often muft I repeat it to you, that 
nothing can vex me, but your fuppofing it* poffible 
for me to n^nd the damn'd nonfenfe you have been re- 
peating to me ! — and let me tell you, if you continue 
to believe this, you muft mean to infult me, gentle- 
men — and then your difrefped will affeifl me no more 
r.lhan the ncwfpaper crlticifms — and I fhall treat it — 
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with exaflly the fame calm indifference and philofo- 
phic contempt — and fo your fervant. (_£xit. 

Sneer. Ha! ha 4 ha! Poor Sir Fi»etful! Now will 
be go and vent his philofophy in anonymous abufe of 
all modern critics and authors— But, Dangle, you 
mull get your friend Puflf to take me to the rehearfal 
of his tragedy. 

Dan. ril anfwer for't, he'll thank yoU for defiring 
it. But come and help me to judge of this mufical 
family ; they are recommended by people of confe- 
quence, I aflure you. 

Sneer. 1 am at your difpofal the whole morning— 
but 1 thought you had been a decided critic in mufic, 
as well as in literature. 

Dan. So I am — but I have a bad ear. — Efiaith, 
Sneer, tho', I am afraid we were a little too feverc 
on Sir Fretful — ^tho* he is my friend. - 

Sneer. Why, 'tis certain, WiBt unnecefTarily to 
mortify the vanity of any writer, is a cruelty which 
mere dulnefs never can deferve ; but where a bafe 
and perfonal malignity ufurps the place of literary 
emulation, the aggreffor deferves neither quarters nor 
pity. 

Dan. That's true egad ! — tho' he's my friend ! 
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^CENE I/. 



A Drawing-room i Harpfichordy l^c, Italian Fa-* 
, rntly^ , French Interpreter^ Mrs*. Dangle and Servants 
. dlfcovered* 

\ 
Interp, Je dis madarhe, ja'i Phonneur to introduce 

:& de vpus d^mander .Yotre protedlion pour le Signor 
?afliccio'Retornello & pour fa charmante famille. 

Sig. Pa/i. Ahl Vofignona Doi vi preghiamo di 
favoritevi cblla voftra protezlone. 

ifi Daugh, Vofignoria fatevi quefti grazzie. 

id Daugh, Si Signora. 

Interp* Madame — me interpret, — ^C'eft a dire — in 
Englifh — quils vous prient de leur faire Phonneur — 

Mrs. Dan* — I £ay again, gentlemen, I don't un- 
derftand a word you fay. 

'^ig. Pajl, <^efto Signore fpieghero. 

Interp. 0\n-^—me interpret, — nous avons les lettres 
dc recommendation pour Monfieur Dangle de 

Mrs. Dan. — Upon my word, Sir, I don't un- 
werftand you. 

Sig. Pajl. La Gonteffa Rondeau e noftra padrona, 

3^ Daugh. Si, padre, & mi Ladi Fuge. 

Jnterp. OlT-me interpret, — Madame, ils difent— ^ 
'«« Englifh — Qu'ils ont Thonneur d'etre proteges de 
ces Demes. — Tou und^rjland? 

^fi. Dan. No, Sir ^no underftand ! 
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Enter D AjiGLt and SsEEtu 

Interp. Ah voici Monfieur Dangle ! 

jiU Italians, A ! Signer Dangle ! 

Mrs. Dan, Mr, Dangle, here are two very ci^ 
gentlemen trying to make themfelves underftooc 
and 1 don't know which is the interpreter. 

Dan, Ebien ! 

Intcrp* Monfieur Dangle — le grand biniit*^ 
de V08 talents pour la critique & de votre inte- 
reft avec Meflieurs Ics Diredleurs a tous les 
Theatres. 

Sig, Pajl, Vofignoria fiete fi famofo par la 
▼oflra conofcenfa e vofira interefla colla le Di- 
rettore da — 

Dan, Egad I think the Interpreter is the harde 
to be underftood of the two ! 

Sneer. Why, I thought, Dangle, you had bee 
-an admirable linguift ! 

Dan* So I am, if th^y would not talk fo damn' 
faft. 

Sneer, Well, I'll explain that — ^the lefs time w 
lofe in hearing them the better — for that I fuppol 
is what they are brought here for. 

[Sneer fpeahs to Sig, Paft. — They ftng trios ^ l:fc 
Dangle beaiing out of time. Servant enters an 
nvhifpers Dangle.] 

Dan, Shew him up. f^^A:// Servant.) Bravo! ad 
mirable ! braviffimo ! admirablifiimo ! — Ah ! Sneer 
where yill you find fuch as thefe voices in Eng 
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Sneer. Not eafily. 

Dan. But Puff 18 coming.— Signer and little Sig* 

uora's— obligatiffimo ! — Spofa Signora Danglena — 

Mw. Dangle, (haH I beg you to offer them fome re- 

trefhments, and take their addrefs in the next room* 

J^Exh Mrs. Dangle with the Italians ^n// Inter* 

preter ceremomoujly. 

Re-enter Servant. 

Ser. Mr. Puff, Sir 1 
Dan. My dear Puff ! 

Enter Puff. 

Puff. My dear Dangle, how is it with you ? 

Dan. Mr. Sneer, give me leave to introduce Mr* 
Juff to you* 

Ptff. Mr. Sneer is this ? Sir, he is a gentleman 
^hpm I have long panted for the honour of knowing 
*-*a gendeman whofe critical talents and tranfcendant 
judgment 

Sneer. —Dear Sir - 

Dan. Nay, don't be modeft, Sneer, my friend 
Puff only talks to you in the ftile of hisjprofcffion. 

Sneer. His profcflion ! 

Puff. Yes, Sir ; I make no fccret of the trade I 
foDow^ — ^among friends and brother authors. Dangle 
knows I love to be frank on the fubjcft, and to ad- 
vertifc myfelf viva voce.-'^ am, Sir, a Praftitioner 
in Panegyric, or to fpeak more plainly — a Profeffor 
of the Art of Puffing, at your fervicc— -or any bod^ 
elfe'& 
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Sfiecr» Sir, you are very obliging !— 1 believe, 
Mr. Puff, I have often admired your talents in -the 
daily prints. 

Puff, Yes, Sir, I ilatter myfelf I do as much 
bulinefs in that way as any fix of the fraternity ia 
town — Devilifh hard work all the fummer.— Friend 
Dangle! never work'd harderl — But har^ee-^the 
Winter Managers were a little fore I believe. 

Dan, No — I believe they took k all in good part. 

Pujf. Aye ! — then that muft have been affedlatioa 
in them, for egad, there were fonie of ,the attack? 
■which there was no laughing at ! 

Sneer, Aye, the bumoivus one$. — But I fhould 
think Mr. Puff, that Authors would in general be 
able to do this fort of work for themfelves. 

PuJ". Why yes — but in a clumfy Way. — Befides, 
"WC look on that as an encroachment, and fo take the 
oppofite fide. — I dure fay now, you conceive half the 
very civil paragraphs and advert ifements you fee, to 
be written by the parties concerned, or their friends? 
— No fuch thing — Nine cut often, manufad^ured by 
me in the way of bufniefs. 

Sneer. Indeed ! — 

Puff, Even the Auctioneers now — the Aud^ioneew 
I fay, tho' the rogues have lately got fome credit for 
their language — not an article of the merit their's ! 
i— take them out of their pulpits, andthey arc as dull 

as Catalogues. No, Sir; — 'twas I firft enrich'd 

their ftyle — 'twas 1 firit taught them to crowd their 
advert ifements ^^ith panegyrical fuperlatives, each 
jthet rifing above the other — like the Bidders In 
Own AudiciP-Ycomsl Y\ovcv me ^^\e.^ \t.-3cx\^ ^ \» 
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■wenby their phrafedlogy with variegated chips of cxo- 
'^tic metaphor: by me too their inventive faculties 
-were called forth. — Yes, Sir, by me they were in- 
flru&ed to clothe ideal walls with gratuitous fruits — 
to infinuate obfequious rivulets into vifionary groves 
—to teach courteous fhrubs to nod their approbation 
'of the grateful 'foil ! or, on emergencies, to raife 
upftart oaks, where there never had been an acorn ; 
to create a delightful vicinage without the afli (lance 
Df a neighbour ; or fix the temple of Hygeia in the 
fens of Lincolnfhire! 

Dan. I am fure you have done tliem infinite fer- 
vice ; for now, when a gentleman is ruined, he parts 
-with his houfe with fome credit. 

Sneer. Service 1 if they had any gratitude, they 
-would ered a ftatue to him, they would figure him 
as a prefiding Mercury, the god of traffic and fidlion, 
with a hammer in his hand inftead of a caduceus. — 
But pray, Mr. Puff, what firfl put you on exercifing 
your talents in this way 2 

Puff, Egad, Sir — (heer neceflity — the proper pa- 
rent of an art fo nearly allied to invention : you muft 
'know, Mr. Sneer, that from the firfl time I tried my 
hand at an advertifement, my fuccefs was fuch, that 
for fometime after, I led a mofl extraordinary life in- 
deed! 

Sneer. How, pray? 

Ptff. Sir, I fupported myfelf two years entirely 
hj my misfortunes. 

Sneer. By your misfortunes ! 

Puff. Yes, Sir, affifled by long ficknefs, and 
G2 
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tainly don't fall off, I afTure you— No, no, it don't 
Call oft. 

Dan. Now, Mrs. Dangle, didn't you fay it ftrack 
you in the lame light ? 

Mrs. Daru No, indeed, 1 did not — I ^.'A not fee 
a fault in asv p^rt 01 the plaj frona the beginning to 
the end- 

Sir Frft, \Jzo-2. rsy ia^ the women art the bed 
judrcs after al'. ! 

j)/r/. 2)j/i. Or :f I md^ zr.'j '/--';r.->;r., I a-T* Lrc 
it was to c/jt'-i'z in 1=.= pitci ; b-t tj:-Lt I wa* afraid 
it was, GotLt w'^.'-r. a'-!-:^ t,o L>r^^'. 

^> /Vr. Frsj, Msiir-, do 7 . - fvai: ai t'v -iurt^ 
tioa c: ciiac i ■-- dc jcc racsa i:-*: t-x :i!:.v.7 ia U4> 
oaflj fpca c:;: r 

iWrj-. i)j»- L-id : =c.^ — I r^ok crJj w!ta rs^ 
fcrrcc- fa tiic iiiiial le- Ttb. r.i i.^:!? playi, 

cir ivaf. I'lS-TL I a^ "try bafp^7— ♦» rr ^axyrr ^ 
deed— becaai -fie ^127 !a 1 :^rt ^irr, a rtr.^r'XA^Jij 
ifccrt paT ; — I J:ci:L'd ir.i: 'F»;7.rir» ^-* -iiSrr -r:-:^ a larl^ 
m ft pcfnt CI taJ^ : \vz. en tici ccia.U,''.*, v.«t 
wacci, 7C11 knc»v. is- ric Cricj:, 

JfZrr. -Cda. "Fien^ I liyzTjit^ '.z .?!■:•> ':3-?« 'rir-f-i 
Hbi Dangic'^i inrv'IriT nan.ier ic rriii/.T '.z :-> r.r, 

ShrFrA C. .r j'L-. L-ir.ri*? nrtd :z ^r^vi r-.'.r.* 
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Dan. Egad, Sneer, you will be quite an adept ia 
the bufinefs, 

Pujf. Now, Sir, the Puff Ciallaterat is much ufed 
as an appendage to advertifements, and may take the 
form of anecdote. — ^Yefterday as the celebrated 
George Bon-mot was fauntering down St. JaniiesV 
flreet, he met the lively Lady Mary Myrtle, coming- 
out of the Park — * Good God, Lady Mary, Pnv 
furprifed to meet you in a white jacket — ^forl expe6led 
never to have feen you, but in a full-trimmed uniform 
and a light-horfeman's cap V — * Heavens, George^ 
where could you have learn'd that ?' — * Why, repli?- 
ed the wit, 1 juft iaw a print of you, in a new publi- 
cation called the Camp Magazine, which, by the 
bye, is a devilifh clever thing — and is fold at No. 3,; 
OR the right hand of the way, two doors from the 
printing-office, the comer of Ivy-lane, Patemofter* 
sow, price only one fhilling P 

Sneer. Very ingenious indeed ! 

Puff. But the Puff Collufive is the newell of any ;, 
lor it afts in the difguife of determined hoftility. — 
It is much lifed by bold bookfellera and enterprifing 
poets -—An indignant correfpondent obferves — that 
the new poem called Beelzebub's Cotillion, or Pro^ 
fcrpine's Fete Champetre, is one of the moft unjufti- . 
iiable performances he ever read ! The fevcrity with 
which certain charaAers are handled is quite (hock- 
ing ! And as there are many defcriptions in it toa 
ijirarmly coloured for female delicacy, the fhameful 
avidity with which this piece is bought by all people 
of fafhion, is a reproach on the tafte of the times, and 
a difgiace to the delicacy oi t\it ^^^\— \ii^x^-io\s.lt^ 
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the two ftrongefl. inducements are held forth. — Firft, 
that nobody ought to read it ;— and fecondly, that 
every body buys it : on the ftr^ngth of which, the 
publifher boldly prints the tenth edition, before he 
had fold ten. of the firft; and then eftablifhes it by 
threatening himfelf with the pillory, or abfolutely in- 
dii^inghimfelf for Scan . Mag. ! 

Dan. Ha ! ha ! ha ! — 'gad, I know it is fo. 

Puf. As to the Puff Oblique, or Puff by Impli- 
cation, it is too various and extenfive to be illuftrat- 
cd by an inftance ;'r— it attrafts in titles and prefumes 
in patents ;. it lurks in the limitation of a fubfcription, 
and invites in the affurance of croud and incommoda* 
tion at public places ; it delights to draw forth con- 
cealed merit, with a moft difinterefted aiTiduity ; and 
fometimcs wears a countenance of fmiling cenfure 
and tender reproach. — It has a wonderful memorjp 
for Parliamentary Debates, and will, often give the 
whole fpeech of a favoured member with the moll. 
flattering accuracy. But, above all, it is a great 
dealer in reports and fuppofitions. It has the carlieft. 
intelligence of intended preferments that will refledl 
honour on the patrons ; and embryo promotions of 
modeft gentlemen — who know nothing of the matter • 
themfelves. It can hint a ribband for implied fer- 
▼ices, in the air of a common report; and with the 
careleffnefs of a cafual paragraph, iuggeft officers into 
commands — to which they have no pretenfion but 
their wifhes. This, Sir, is the laft principal clafs of the 
Art of Puffing — An art which I hope you will now a— 
grec with me, is of the higheft dignity — yielding ^ t^- 
blature of bcaevokncc and public fp'ml ', \>e,iT\^ii^\xv^: 
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cafe in point, to the time in which an author writes, 
if he knows his own intereft, he will take advantage 
of it ; fo, Sir, I call my tragedy The Spanifli Ar- 
jaiada ; and have laid the fcene before Tilbury Fort* 

Sneer, A mod happy thought certainly ! 

Dan. Egad it was — I told you fo — But pray now, 
I don't underftand how you have contrived to intro- 
duce any love into it. 

Puff. Love \ — Oh, nothing fo eafy ; for it is a re- 
ceived point among poets, that where hiftory gives 
you a good heroic out-line for a play, you may fill 
up with a little love at your own difcretion : in doing 
"which, nine times out of ten, you only make up a 
deficiency in the private hiflory of the times. Now, 
1 rather think I have done this with fome fuccefs. 

Sneer. No fcandal about Queen Elizabeth, I 
hope ? 

Puff. O Lud \ no, no — I only fuppofe the Go- 
vernor of Tilbury Fort's daughter to be in love with 
the fon of the Spanifli Admiral. 

Sneer. Oh, is that all ? 

Dan. Excellent, Efaith ! — I fee it at once. — But 
■won't this appear rather improbable I 

Puff. To be fure it will — but what the plague ! a 
play is not to (hew occurrences that happen every day,, 
but things juft fo ftrangc^ that tho' they never didy 
they might happen. 

Sneer. Certainly, nothing is unnatural, that is not 
phyfically impoflible. 

PuJ. Very true — and for that matter Don Ferolot 
Whj/kerandos — for that's the lover's name, might 
ihve been over here in t^e tram oilW ^^^.\vv!it\ Kro^ 
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baffador ; or Tilburina, for that Is the lady*3 name, 
might have been in love with' him, from having heard 
his charaAer, or feen his pidure ; or from knowing 
that he was the laft man in the world (he ought to be 
in love with — or for any other good female reafon. — 
However, Sir, the fa6l is, that though /he is but a 
Knight's daughter, egad I fhe is in love like any 
Princefs I 

Dan* Poor young lady \ I feel for her already ;. 
for I can conceive how great the conflidl muft be be- 
tween her ^flion and her duty ;. her love for her 
country, and her love for Don Ferolo Whifker- 
andos ! 

Puff. O amazing !— her poor fufceptible heart is- 
fwayed to and fro, by contending paffions like — 

Enter Under pROMi^TEft. 

Und. Prompt. Sir, the fcene is fet, and every 
thing is ready to begin,, if you pleafe. — 

Puff. 'Egad 5 then we'll lofe no time* 

Uml. Prompt. Tho' I. believe. Sir, you wiH find 
it very fhort, fqr all the performers have profited by 
the kind pemiiffion you granted them. 

Puff. Hey \ what ! 

Und. Prompt.. You know, Sir, you gave iheni 
leave to cut out or omit whatever ihey found heavy 
or unneceflary to the plot ; and I muft own they 
have taken very liberal advantage of your indul- 
gence. 

Puff. Well, well. — ^They are in general very good 
jnd^es; zndi Iknovr I am luxur\?Livt»— '^o^y^x* 
Hopkins, as foon as you pleafe* 
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UhJ, Prompt. (To the Mufic.) Gentlemen, wiK 
you play a few bars of fomething, juft to — 

Puff, Aye, that's right — for as we have the fcenes, 
and dreffesr egad, we'll go to't, as if it was the firft 
night's performance ; — but you need not mind flop- 
ping between the aftsi \^Exit Under Prompter. - 
(Orchejlrapl'ay. Tlj en the Bell rings i) 

Soh! (land clear gentlemen. — Now you know 
there will be a cry. of down! — down! — ^hatsofF!' 
fjlence ! — Then up curtain — and let us fee what our. 
painters have done for us» 
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The Curtain rifes and dif covers Tllhury Fort»'^ 

Two Centinels ajleep. 

Dan. Tilbury Fort !— very fine indeed ! 

Piff. Now, what do you think I open with ? ' 

Sneer. Faith, I can't guefs — 

Puff. A clock. — Hark] — (clock Jlrikes,) I open « 
with a clock ftriking, to beget an awful attention 
in the audience — it alfo marks the time, which is - 
four o'clock in the morning, and faves a defcription. 
of the rifing fun, and a great deal about gilding the 
eaflern hemifphere. 

Dan. But pray, are the centinels to be afleep ? 

Puff, Fafl as watchmen. 
' S/ie^. Isn't that odd though at fuch an alarming.: 
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Puff. To be fure it i& — but fmaller things mud 
give way to a ftriking feene at the opening ; that's 
a rule. — ^And the cafe is, that two great men are 
coming to this very fpot to begin the piece ; now, it 
is not to be fup^ofed they would open their lips, if 
thefe fellows were watching them ; fo, egad, I muft 
either have fent them off their pofts, or fet them 
afleep. 

Sneer, O, that accounts for it !^ — But tell us, who 
are thefe coming ? — 

Puff. Thefe are they— Sir Walter Raleigh, and 
Sir Chriftophcr Hatton. — ^You'll know Sir Chrifto- 
pher, by his turning out his toes — famous you know 
for his dancing. 1 like to prcfcrve all the little traits 
of charafter. — Now attend.. 

Enter Sir Walter Raleigh ^y^^Sfr Christopher 
Hattoh. 

« Sir Chr'tf, True,, gallant Raleigh !— 

Dan, What, they had been talking before ? 

Pu/f* .0, yes ; all the way as they came along. — I 
beg pardon gentlemen (to the Adors) but thefe are 
particular friends of mine, whofe remarks m^y be of 
great fervice tp us. — Don't mind interrupting them 
whenever any thing flrikes you* 

[To Sneer jw^ Dangle. 

" Sir Chrif. True, gallant Raleigh ! 

" But O, thou champion of thy country's fame, 

** There is a queftion which I yet muft afl< ; 

** A queftion, which 1 never afk'd before — 

** What mean thefe mighty armaments \ 

*' This genera.] muiler i and this lhroi\go^ Okiv^I^X 



i6q the critic. Act lU 

Sneer, Pray, Mr. PufF, how came Sir Chriftophcr 
Hatton never to afk that quellion before ? 

Puff'. What, before the Play began ? how the 
plague coul4 he ? 

Dan. That's true, efaith ! 

PuJ". But you will hear what he thinks of the mat- 
ter. 

** Sir Chrtf. Aks,. my noble friend, whea I be- 
" hold 
** Yon tented plains in martial fymmetry 

** Array M. When I count o'er yon glittering' 

" lines 
** Of crefted warriors, where the proud fteedt. 

" neigh^ 
♦* And valor-breathing trumpet^s flirill appeal, 
** Refponfive vibrate on my lift'ning ear ; 
" When virgin majefty herfelf I view, 
*' Like her proteding Pallas veil'd in fteel, 
" With graceful confidence exhort to arms!' 
•< When briefly all I hear or fee bear& flamp 
•* Of martial vigilance, and flcrn defence, 
" I cannot but furmife. — Forgive, my friend, 

** If theconjefture'sralh 1 cannot but 

" Surmife. The ftate fome danger apprehends !'* 

Sneer. A very cautious conjefture that. 

Puff", Yes, that's his charader ; not. to give an 
opinion,, but on fecurc grounds — now then. 

*< Sir JVal. O, moil accomplifhed Chrlftbpher. — 

Pujf. Recalls him by his chriftian name, to fhew 
that they are on the moft familiar terms. 

*' Sir IVal. 0> moft acconvigIV\^'dC\«\^oi2lier> I. 
^^ find 
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•< Thy ffaunch fagacity ftill tracks the future, 
*♦ In the frefli print of the o'ertaken paft. 

Ptiffl Figurative ! 

« Sir IVal, Thy fears are jtift. 

" Sir Chrif. — But where ? whence ? when ? and 
« what 
** The danger is Methinks I fain would learn. 

" Sir WaL You know, my friend, fcarce two rc- 
** volving funs,. 
** And three revolving moons, have clofed their 

" courfe, 
** Since haughty Philip, in defpight of peace, 
« With hoftilc hand hath ftruck at England's trade. 

^ Sir Chrif. 1 kn6w it wclL 

" Sir WaJ. Philip you know is proud, Iberia'i 
« king! 

« Sir Chrif. He is. 

*** Sir IgaL His fubjcas in bafe bigotry 

•* And Catholic oppreffiou held — while we 
♦* You know, the Protcftant pcrfuafion hold. 

« Sir Chrif. We do. 

** Sir WaL You know, befide his boafted arw 

** mament, 

" The fam'd Armada by the Pope baptized, 

" With purpofc to invade thefc realms 

« Sir Chrif. Is failed,. 

" Our laft advices fo report. 

« Sir JVal. While the Iberian Admiral's chief 
** hope, 
** His darling fon 

" Sir Chrif. — , Ferolo WliUktYUuio^Vx^X.— 
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** Sir WaL The fame — by chance a pria'&erhath* 
** been ta'en^ 
•^ And in this fort of Tilbury 

" Sir Chr'if, Is' now 

^^ Confm'd — 'tis true, and oft from yon tall turrets top • 
** I've mark'd the youthful Spaniard's^haughty mien 
*' Uneonquer'd, tho' in chains ! 

" Sir WaL You alfo know — - 

Dan, — Mr. Puff, as he knows all this> why does ■ 
Sir Walter go on telling him ?• 

Pujf. But the audience are not fuppofed to know 
any thing of the matter,- are they ? 

Sneer^ Tnie, but I tlrink you manage ill: fop: 
there certainly appears no reafon why Sir Walter 
fbould be fo communicative. 

Puf. For,. egad now, that is one of the moil un-' 
grateful obfervations I ever heard — for the left in- 
ducement he has to tell alb this, the more I think, 
you ought to be oblig'd to him ; for I am fure you^di 
know nothing of the matter without it. 

Dan> That's very true, upon my word. 

PuJf. But you will find he was not going on. 

" Sir Chrlf. Enough, enough — ^'tis plain — and I 
" no more 
" Am in amazement loft ! 

Puff„ Here, now you fee, Sir Chriftophcr did not ' 
in fad afk any one queftioa for- his own informa- 
tion. 

Sneer* No indeed "; — ^his has been a mofl difrntereft- 
cd curlofity ! 

Ban* Ideally, I find, we are very much oblig'd to 
them both* 
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Puf, To be fure you are. Now then for the Com- 
mander la Chief, the- Earl of Leicefter ! who, you 
know, was no favourite but of the Queen'^s. — ^Wc 
feft off — * in amazement loft !' — 

" Sir Chrif. Am in amazement loft. 

** But, fee where noble Leicefter comes ! fupremc 
** In honours and command. 

** Sir Wal. And yet methinks, 

** Atfuch a time, fo perilous, fofear'd, 

** That ftafF might well become an abler grafp. 

" Sir Chrif. And fo by heav'n ! think 1 ; but 
« foft, he's here ! 

Puff. Aye, they envy him. 

Sneer. Biit who are thefe with him ? 

Ptff. O ! very valiant knights ; one is the CJovcr* 
nor of the Fort, the other the mafter of the horfe. — 
And now, 1 think you fiiafl hear fome better Ian* 
guage : I was obliged to be plam and intelligible in 
the firft fccne, becaufe there was fo much matter of 
faft in it ; but now, efaith^ you have trope, figure, 
and metaphor, as plenty as noun-fiibftantives. 

Enter Earl o/* Leicester, the Governor 9 and otJjers* 

^ E.ofLeic^llavr^s this my friends! is't thus 
" your new fledg'd zeal 
<* And plumed valour moulds in roofted floth ? 
« Why dimly glimmers that heroic flame, 
•* Whofe red' ning blaze by patriot fplritfed, 
" Should be the beacon of a kindling realm ? • 
*♦ Can the quick current of a patriot heart, 
^ Thus HagnatG in a cold and wccd^ coYvstixfeti . 
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** Or freeze in tidelefa inactivity ? 
•* No ! rather let the fountain of your valour 
** Spring thro* each ftream of enterprize, 
** Each petty channel of conducive daring, 
** Till the full torrent of your foaming wrath' 
•< O'erwhelm the flats of funk hoftility ! 

Puf. There it is — followed up ! 

" SirWaL No more ! the frefh'ning breath of thy 
** rebuke 
•* Hath lill'd the fwelling canvafs of our fouh ! 
•* And thus, tho' fate (hould cut the cable of 

[y^// take hands^ 
•< Our topmoft hopes, in friendfhip's clofing line 
»* We'll grapple with defpair, and if we fall^ 
« We'll fell in Glory's wake !^ 

<« E.ofLetc. There fpoke Old England's genius!' 
« Then, are we allrefolv'd? 

« All. We are all refolv'd. 

" E.ofLeic, To conquer or be free? 

♦* All, To conquer, or be free. 

«« E.ofLek. AlU 

** AIL All. 

Dan, Nem, con, egad ! 

Puffi. Oyc8> where ihtf do agree on the ftage,. 
tlieir unanimity is wonderful ! 

" E, of Leic, Then, let's embrace— and now— 

Sneer, What the plague, is he going to pray ? 

Pujf, Yes, hufh ! — in great emergencies, there is 
nothing like a prayer ! 

" E, of Leic, O mighty Mars ! 
Dan, JBut why fliould \\c ^7c\ lo Man V 
* ^uffl HuOi ! 



Acttl the critic. J 65 

** E, of Lelc. If in thy homage bred, 

*< Each point of difcipllne Pve ftill obferv'd ; 
•<* Nor but by du€ promotion, and the right 
-*« Of fervlce, to the rank of Major-General 
•^ Have ris'n ^ aflift thy votary now f 

" Gov, Yet do not rife hear mc ! 

** Mqfl. ofHorfe. And me ! 
" Knight. And mc ! 
« Sir Wal. And me ! 
^« Sir Chrlf. And me ! 
Ptif. Now, pray all together. 
" ylU. Behold thy votaries fubmiffive beg, 
•<* That thou will deign to grant them all they afk; 
'** Aflift them to accomplifh all their ends, 
''* And fanftify whatever meaiis they ufe 
■** To gain them ! 

Sneer. A very orthodox qu In tetto ! 
Puff. Vaftly well, gentlemen. — Is that well ma- 
naged or Jiot? Have you fuch a prayer as that on ^ 
the ftage ? 

Sneer. Notexadfly. 

E. ofLek. (To Puff.) But, -Sir, you hav'nt fet- 
tied how we are to g€t off here. 

Puff. You could not go off kneeling, could you ? 
StrJVal. ^ To Puff.) Ono, Sir! impofiibie ! 
Puf. It would have a good effed efaith, if ycm 
could ! exeunt praying ! — Yes, and would vary the 
^ftablifhed mode of fpringing off with a glance at the 
-pit. 

Sneer. O never mind, fo as you get them off. 111 
anfwcrfor it the audience wont jcare how. 
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Puff, Well then, repeat the laft line ftanding, and 
go off the old way. 

** AIL And fandify whaterer means we ufe to 
" gain them. ^Exeunt. 

Dan, Bravo ! a fine exit. 

Sneer. WeU, really Mr. Puff. 

-Puff* Stay a moment. 

The Centinels get up. 

^< ift Cent. All this fhall to Lord Burleigh's ear. 

<* 2d Cent. 'Tis meet it fhould. 

\Exeunt Centinels. 

Dan. Hey ! — why, I thought thofe fellows had 
been aileep ? 

Puff, Only a pretence, there's the art of it ; they 
were fpies of Lord Burleigh's. 

■ Sneer. —But isn't it odd, they were never taken 
notice of, not even by the commander in chief. 

Puff. O Lud, Sir, if people who want to liftcn, 
or overhear, were not always conniv'd at in a Tra- 
gedy, there would be no carrying on any plot in the 
world. 

Dan. Thafs certain ! 

PuJ^. But take care, my dear Dangle, the morn- 
ing gun is going .to fire. [^Cannon Jires. 

Dan. Well, that will have a fine effed. 

Pvff. I think fo, and helps to realize the fcene. — 

\^Cannon twice. 
What the plague ! — three nvorning guns I — there 
never is but one ! — aye, this is always the way at the 
Tiaeatre — give thefe fellows a good thing, and they 
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never know when to have done with it. You have 
no. more cannon to fire ? 

Prompt, (From svltiMn) No, Srr, 

Puff^, Now then, for foft mufic. 

Sneer. Pray what's that for ? 

Pitff', It (hews that Tilburina is coming ; nothing 
introduces you ja heroine like foft mufic. — Here fhe 
<omes. 

Dan, Andher confidant, 1 fuppofe ? 

Puf, To be fare : here they are — inconfdlable to 
.the piinuet in Ariadne ! (Soft muftc) 

Enter Tilburina and Confidant. 

'** Tilb. Now has the whifpering breath of gentle 
** morn 
'** Bad Nature's voice, and Nature's beauty rife ; 
^* While orient Ehcebus with unborrowed hues, 
•** Cloaths the wak'd lovelinefs which all night flept 
" In heav'nly draper)' ! Darknefs is fled. 
'^^ Now flowers unfold their beauties to the fun, 
" And blufhing, kifs the beam he fiends- to wake 

"Jbem. 
" The ftrip'd carnatioa, and the guarded rofc, 
** The vulgar wall-flow !r, aud.fmart gillyflower, 
'" The polyanthus mean — the dapper daizy, 

*' Sweet William, and fweet marjorum and all 

" The tribe of Angle and of double pinks! 

^* Now too, the feather'd warblers tune their notes 

*• Around, and chaiun the llft'ning grove. — The 

" lark ! 
•♦< The.IInnet! chafincUi bullfinch! goldfiacK'l 
'' ^reewiiuchJ J 
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** But to me, no joy can they afFord ! 

^* Nor rofe, nor wall-flow'r, nor (mart gillyflower, 
*' Nor polyanthus mean, nor dapper daizy, 

** Nor William fweet, normarjoium nor lark, 

^* Linnet, nor all the finches of the grove ! 

Ptiffl Your white handkerchief, Madam 

TtiL I thought, Sir, I wasn't to ufe that 'till, 
-^ heart rending woe.' 

Puf, O yes, Madam— at *the finches of the 
grove,' ifyoupleafe. 

" TiiL Nor lark, 

^* Linnet, norall the finches of the grove! {^ff^eeps* 

Puff. Vaftly well. Madam ! 

Dan. Vaftly well indeed ! 

** Ttlh. For, O too fure, heart rending woe it 
« now 
^ The lot of wretched Tilburfna 1 

Dan. O ! — 'tis too much. 

Sneer. Oh I it is indeed. 

** Cmf. Be comforted, fweet Lad y- ■ f or who 
** knows, 
•** But Heav^'n has yet fometnilk-whitcday in ftorc. 

« T'tlb. Alas, my gentle Nora, 
'•^ Thy tender youth, as yet hath never moum'd 
** Love's fatal dart. — Eifc wouldft thou know, thaH 

** when 
^* The foul is funk in comfortlefs dc^air, 
•* It cannot tafte of merryment ! 

Dan. That's certain. 

" Conf. But fee where your ftern father comes ; 
<^ It is not meet that he ihould find you thus. 
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Puff. Hey, what the plague! — what a cut is 
here !— ^why, what is become of the defcription of 
her firft meeting with Don Whiflcerandos \ his gal- 
lant behaviour in the fca fight, and the fimile of the 
canary bird ? 

Ttlh. IndcciJ, Sir, youll find they will not be 
mifs'dt 

Puff. Very well.— Very well ! 

YiJb, The cue, Ma'am, if you plcafe. 

" Conf. It is not meet that he (hould find you^ 
« thus. 

** T'tH. Thou counfePft right, but 'tis no cafy 
" talk 
'* For barefac'd grief to wear a mafk of joy. 

Enter Governor. 

« Gov. How's thi»— in tears ? O Tilburina, 

" fhame! 
" Is this a time formaudling tendemefs, 

•* And Cupid's baby woes ? haft thou not heard 

" That haughty Spain's Pope-con fecrated fleet 
" Advances to our (hores, while England's fate, 
** Like a dipp'd guinea, trembles in the fcale ! 

** Tilh. Then, isthecrlfis of iwy fate at hand! 
" I fee the fleets approach 1 fee 

Puff. Now, pray gentlemen, mind. — This is one 
of th6 moft ufeful figures we tragedy writers have> 
by which a hero or heroine, in confideration of their 
being often obliged to overlook things that are on 
the ftage, is allow'd to hear and fee a number of 
things that are not. 

S/t^er, Fes— aiind of poetical {tcoTvi-?\^X\ 
H 
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Puff, Yes — now then, Madam. , 

*« Ttlh 1 fee their decks 

** Are trlear'd ! 1 fee the fignal made ! 

*' The line is formM ! a cable's length afunder I 

** I fee the frigates ftation'd in the rear 5 

" And nowj I hear the thunder of the guns ! 

** I hear the vi£lors fhouts 1 alfo hear 

" The vanquifli'd groan !— and now 'tis fmokc— » 
" and noM^ 
, ** I fee the loofe fails fhiver iti the wind ? 
« 1 fee 1 fee ^what foon you'll fee 

** Gov. Hold daughter ! peace ! this love hath 
" turn'd ihy brain : 
<< The Spanifh fleet thou canji not fc^— 4)ccaufe 
** -It is not yet in fight ! 

Ban. Egad, tho', the governor feems to make no 
allowance for this pocticstl figure you talk of. 

Puff. No, a Iplain matter-of-faft man — that's his 
cliaravSter. 

" T'llh. But will you then refufe his offer? 

" Gov. I muft — I will — I can- — I ought — I do. 

** Tilh. Think what a noble price. 

" Gov. No ihore you urge in vain. 

" Ttlh. His liberty is all he aflcs. 

Sneer. All who aflcs Mr. Puff? Who it— ^ 

Puff. Egad, Sir, I can't tell. — Here has beea 
fuch cutting and flafhing, I don't know where they 
have got to myfelf. 

" Tdh. Indeed, Sir, you will find it will conned 
very well. 

*' And your reward fecure. 

Puf. O^if they had'ut b^eu ^o ^e.N'P^ Itt^ ^\tk 
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their cutting here, you would have found that Dort 
Wbiikerandos has been tampering for his liberty, 
and has perfuaded Tilburina to make this propofal to 
her father — and now pray obferve the concifenefa 
with which the arguihent is conduced. Egad, the 
pro £sJ* con goes as fmart as hits in a fencing match. 
It is indeed a foft of fmall-fword logic> which wc 
have borrowed from the Frenchk 

" Tilb. A retreat in Spain! 

** Gov% Outlawry here ! ^ 

*< Ttlh. Your daughter's prajj^r ! 

« Gov. Your father's oatjjri 

« Ttlh. My lover! 

** Gov, My country ! 

« Ttlh. filburina! • 

^* Gov. England! 

" Ttlh. A title t 

*« Gov. Honor! 

« Ttlb. Apenfion! 

" Gov. Confcience ! ^ 

" Tilb. A thoufand pounds ! 

" Gov, Hah ! thou haft touched me nearly ! 

Ftiffl Thereyoufee— — (he threw in Tilburina^ 
QmAf parry cart with England I — Hah ! thruft in 
teirce a title ! — ^parried by honor. — Hah ! a penfion 
over the arm !— ^utl>y by confcience. — Then flank- 
onade with a thoufand pounds — and a palpable hit 
egad! 

" Tilt. Canft thou 

" Rejedl the fuppliant, and the daughter too ? 

« Gov. No more ; I wou'd not hear thee plead 
" in ydluf 

Ha 
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" Tlie /T;//'i;rJbrten8 — ^biit the gcvenior 

Dan. Aye, that antilliefis of perfons — ^is a mofl: 
eftablifh'd figure. 

** T'tlb, Tis well hence then fond hopes— rfoifd 

" pafTion hence ; 
•* Duty, behold I am all over thine 

" IVJjt/h. (Without.) y^\itxti^tnj\Q\t — my — ^ 

*' niL Ha ! 

** Wh/Jh. (Entering,) My beauteous eiiejny — '• — 

Piiff* O dear, Ma'am, you muft ftart a great deal 
more than that ; confider you had juft determined in 
favour of duty — when in a moment the found of his 
voice revives your pafiion— overthrows your refolu- 
tion — dcftroysyour obedience. — If you don't exprefs 
|ill that in your llartr— .you do nothing at all. 

Tdb. Well, we'll try again ! 

Dan» Speaking from within, has always a iinc 

Smer, Very. 

" Wh'i/k. My conquering Tilburina ! Kow ! ia't 
« thus 
** We meet ? why are thy looks averfe ? what means 

** That falling tear -that frown of boding woe? 

** Hah ! now indeed I am a prifoner ! 

*' Yes, now I feel the galling •reight of thefe 

** Difgraceful chains which, cmel Tilburina*! 

** Thy doating captive gloried in before. 

" But thou art falfc, and Whiflcerandos is undone ! 

« Tilb. O no ; how little doft thou know thy 
" Tilburina ! 
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" IVhtJh. ' Art thou tlien true ? Begone cares, 
" doubts, and fears, 
" I make you all a prefent to the winds ; 
*'^ And if the winds rejeft you try the waves. 

Ptiff"' The wind you know, is the eftabllfhed re- * 
ceiver of all flolen iighs,- and caft ofl gritfs and apprc-- 
hcnfions* 

" Tllb, Ydt mufi: we part ?- flern duty fealy 

** our doom : 
** Th6ugh vhere I call yon confoious clouds to wit- 

" nefs,^ 
** Could I-'purfue the bias of my foul, 
** All friends, all right of parents, I'd difclaim, 
*♦ And thoUy'.my'Whiflcerandos, fhould'll be father 
" And mother, brother, coufin, uncle, aunt, 
** And friend to me ! 

** Whl/i, O matchkfa- excellence!-* — aad^mull 
" 'we part? 
*♦ Well, if-! — »~we mufti-i- — wc mufb — and in that 

«< cafe, . 
*' The lefs is faid the better. 

Piiffi Hey day ! here's a cut !— What, are all the" 
mutual prdteftations out ? 

Tilb, Nowi .pray Sir, don't interrupt us juft hire, 
you ruin our feelings. 

Puff. Tour feelings!-— — but zounds, my feelings, 
Ma'am ! 

Sneer, No ; pray don't interrUpl; them^ 

« Wht/k. One laft embrace.—- 

** THb. Now farewell, for ever. 

« JVhi/i. Forever! 

'^ Tf3. Aye, for ever. \Go\tF« 
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Prf. S'dttthandRiT^— Gadiiife! S^! Madam! 
:: 71:; Z^ c-t Tritoout the parting look, yoa might 
a-. -.' -.-i dtr.ct out— Hcrtp bar ! 

C'.if, B-t prar. Sir, bow am /to grt off here? 

P'jj. ?">!, pihaw ! what the devil fignifies how 
ira ^tt on"! edge z war at the lop. or where you 
V-": — ^ P'ji^ii tli O.rJLLint cff".) Now, Ma'am, you 
fev 

7//i&. Wc undtr^and you. Sir. 

«* Aye, for«vcr.'» 

•* ^£r/^. Chh ; [Turnim^ lack and exeunt^ 

\Sceme chfeu 

Dan, O charming ! 

PuJ'. Hey * — 'tis pretty well I heKeve — you fee 
J f^^n't atltxpl to ftrike out any th:Dg new— bctl 
t,.ke it I imptove on the etlahlifhed modes^ 

Sneer. You do indeed.— But pray is not Queen 
Elizabeth to appear ? 

Puff. No, not once^-but (he is to be talk'd of for 
ever ; fo that, egad, you'll think a hundred times 
that (he is on the point of coming in. 

Sneer, Hang it, I think its a pity to keep her in 
the green room all night. 

Puf. O no, that always has a fine efied^— it keeps 
>\ip expedlation. 

Dan. But are we nxA to have a battle ? 

Pujf, Yes, yes, you will have a battle at laft, bul^ 
egad, it's not to be by land— but by fea— andthad is 
the only quite new thing in the piece, 

Dan, What, Drake at the Armada, hey ? 
J^f/^. Yes, cfaith — 6Ye»(h\]f^?L\v^^iJip^\3t«TL^^^^ 
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•nd with the proccfiion. Hey ! that will do I 

think. 

Sneer, No doubt OQ*t. 

Puff". Come, we muft not lofe time-— fo now for 
the Under Plot. 

Sneer. What the plague, have you another plot ? 

Pujfi O Lord, yes— ever while you live, have twa- 
plots to your tragedy.— The. grand point in manag- 
ing them, is only to let your under plot have as Ht- 
tle connexion with your main plot as poifible.— I flat* 
tcr myfclf nothing can be more diilind than mine, . 
for as in my chief plot, the charaAcrs are all great 
people — I have laid my under plot in low life — and' 
ae the former is to end in deep diftrefs, I mal^e the 
other end as happy as a farce.'^o-Now Mr« Hopkins>> 
9a fooa as you pleafe* • 

* Enter Under Prompt^i. 

Und. Prompt. Sir, the carpenter fays it 13 impcfHi 
bJc you can go to the Park fcene yet. 

Piiff. The Park fcene ! No— I mean the defcrip- 
tJon fcene here, . in the wood;- 

Und. Prompt. Sir, the performers' have cut it out. 

Puff. Cut it out ! 

Und. Prompt. Yes, Sir. 

Puff. Whatl the whole account of Queen Eliza* 
keth? 

UnT. Prompt. Yes, Sir. 

Puff. And the deftription of her horfe an4 fidc- 
laddle? 

l/h^. Fromp. Yes, Sir. 
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Pu^, So, fo, this is very fine indeed ! Mr. Hop- 
kins, how the plague could you fuffer this ? 

HofL ('From whbin.J Sir, indeed the pruning 
knife—- 

Pilf, The pruning knife — zounds the axe ! why» 
here has been fuch lopping and topping, I ihan't have 
the bare trunk of my play left prefently. — Very well, 
Sir — the performers muft do aa they pleafe, but upon 
my foul, I'll print it every word. 

Sneer. That 1 would indeed. 

Puff". Very well-^Sir — then we muft go on— 
rounds ! I would not have parted with the defcnp- 
tion of the horfe ! — Well, Sir, go on— Sir, it wat 
one of the fincft and moft laboured things — ^Vcry 
v.cll, Sir, let them go on — there you had him and 
hi6 accoutrements from the bit to the crupper. — very 
wlII, Sir, we muft go to the Park fcene. 

U/id, Prompt. Sir, there is the point, the carpen- 
tcrs fay, that unlefs there is fome bufinefs put in here 
before the drop, they ftian't have time to clear away 
the fort, or fink Gravefend and the river. 

Puff". So ! this is a pretty dilemma truly ! — Gen- 
tlemen — you muft excufe me, thefe fellows will 
never be ready, unlefs I go and look after them my- 
felf. 

Sneer. O dear Sir — thefe little things will hap- 
pen — 

Puff. To cut out this fcene !— but I'll print it— 
egad, I'll print it every word ! ^ [^Exeunt. 
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ACT IIL SCENE I. 



Before the Curtain, 
Enter Puff, Sneer, and Dangle. 

Puff. 

Well> we are ready — now then for the juiliccs; 
{^Curtain rlfes; Jufticesy Conjlables^ iffc* difcovered,']^.. 

Sneer. This, I fuppofe, is a fort of fenatc fccne. 

Puff. To be fure — there has not been one yet. 

Dan. It 18 the under plot, isn't it ? 

Puff. Yes. Whjrt, gentlemen, do you mean to 
go at once to the difcovery fcene ? 

Jujl. If you pleafe. Sir. 

Puff/0 very well— harkee, I don't chufe to fay 
any thing more, but efaith, they have mangled my 
play in a mod (hocking manner ! 

Dan. lx.^% a great pity ! 

Puff. Nowthen, Mr. Jnfticc, ifyoupleafe. 

** J^' -^^^ ^^^ ^^^ volunteers without ? 

« ' ConJ. ^They are. 

** Some ten in fetters, and fome twenty drunk. 

<< ^uft. Attends the youth, whofe moil opprobri-' 
" ous fame 
«" And clear con vided crimes hare flampt him fol- 
« dier ? 

" Confi. He waits your pleafure ; ea^w lo xt.^^ . 
^^The bk& reprieve that fends hitti to \\w: ^^^'^ 

Hs 
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*< Of glory, there to raife his branded hand 
** In honor's caufe. 

" Jnfi' ^Tis wen 'tis jfuftice arms him ! 

** O ! may he now defend his country's laws 
« With half the fpirit he has broke them all ! 
•* If 'tis your worfhip's pleafure, bid him enter. 

** Confl, I fly, the herald of your wilL 

t-E*// Conftable. 

Puf Quick, Sir!— 

Sneen But, Mr. PufF, I think not only the Juftice, 
but the clown feems to talk in as hfgh a^ftyle as the 
firft hero among them. 

Pttffl Heaven forbid they fhouM not in a free 
country! — Sir, I am not for making flavi/h diftinc- 
tions, and giving all the fine language to the upper 
fort of people. 

Dan» That's very noble in yoU ihdeed. 

EnUr Juftice's Lady. 

Pvff', Now pray mark this fc^ne, 

" Lady, Forgive this interruption, goodmyloVe; 
•* But as I juft now paft, a pns'ner youth 
" Whom rude hands hither lead, ftrange bodings 

" feiz'd 
** My fluttering heart, and to myfelf 1 faid, 
** An if our Tom had liv'd, he'd furely been 
*« This ftripling's height ! 

" y^ifi' ^^ • ^^^ ^"^^^ powerful fympathy direflt 
" Us both , 
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Enter Son and Constable. 

« yufl. What is thy name ? 

** Son. My name's Tom Jenkin8»-*«//tf/| have I- 
** none— 
** Tho* orphan'dy and without b friend ! 

" JhA' Thy parents ? 

" Son. My father dwelt in Rochcftcr— — -and was, ' 
** As I have hear d ■ a fifhmongcr no more. 

Pu^, What, Sir, do you leave out the account of 
your birth, parentage and education ? 

Son. Th^ have fettled it lb, Sir, here. - 

Puf. Oh ! oh ! 

" Lady. How loudly nature whifpers to my heart ! 
** Had he no other name ? 

" Son. Pve feen a bill 

** Of his, fign'd Tomi'mSf creditor. 

^ yufi. This does indeed confirm each circumftance 
" The gypfey told ! Prepare ! 

« Son. I do. 

" ^/f^. No orphan, nor without a friend ar't 

« thou 

**" /am thy father, /cere's thy mother, f/?ere 

" Thy uncle this thy firft couiin, and thofc 

*• Are all your near relations ! 

" Moth. O ecftacy ofblifs! 

** Son. O mod unlook'd for happinefs ! 

« JuJ. O wonderful event! 

\They faint alternately in each others arms. • 

Puff. There, you fee relationfhip," like murder, 
will out* 
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JuJI* Now let's revive elfc were this joy too 

" much ! 
•* But come— and we'll unfold the reft within^ 
*' And thou my boj muft needa want reii and foodv 
** Hence may each orphan hope, aa chance dire6b, 
•• To find a fethcr — where he leail expeds I 

Puff. What do you think of that \ 

Dau, One of the fined difcovery-fcenes I ever faw. 
— ^Why, this under-plot would have made a tragedy 
itfclf. 

Stiesr, Aye, or a comedy either. 

Fttff, And keeps quite clear you fee of the other. 

FttUr ScENEMAN, taking away the Seats ^ 

Pujf, The fcenc remains, does it ? 

Sceneman, Yes, Sir. 

Puff, You are to leave one chair you know — But 
it is always awkward in a tragedy, to have you fellows 
coming in in your playhoufe liveries to remove things 
— 1 wifh that could be managed better. — So now for 
my myftcrious yeoman. 

Enter a Beefeater. 

*' Beefeater, Perdition catch my foul but /do bve 

'»* thee. 
^Snejer, Haven't I heard that line before ? 
puff. No, I fancy not— Where pray ? 
Dan, Yes, I think there is fomething like it in 
Othello. 
■>^/^j8^ Gad ! now you put me \tv mm^otCx.^ W^- 
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Hcve there is — but that's of no confcquence — all that 
can be faid is, that two people happened to hit on 
the fame thought — And Shakefpeare made uCe of it 
firft, that's all. 

Sneer, Very true. 

Puff, Now, Sir, your foKloquy — ^But fpeak more 
to the pit, if you pleafe — the fbliloquy always to the 
pit — ^that's a rule. 

*' Beefeater, Tho' hopelefs- love finds comfbrt in 
** defpair, 
** It never can endure a rivals blife ! ' 
«* But foft- — I am obferv'd. lExU Beefeater. 

Dan, That's a very fliort foliloquy. 

Puff. Yes — ^but it would have been a great deal 
longer if he had' not been obfcrved. 

Sneer,. A moft fentimental Beefeater that, Mr.. 
Piiff. 

Ptff, Harkee — I would not have you be too fure 
that he is a Beefeater. 

Sheer. What ! a hero in difguife t 

Puff, No matter — I only give you a hint — But 
now for my principal charadler — Here he comes— 
lord Burleigh in perfon \ Pray, gentlemen, ftep 
this way — foftly— I only hope the Lord High Trea-^ > 
furer is perfeft — if he is but perfcdi \ 

£^/i/^r Burleigh, goes Jlowly to a chair and JiU,^, 

Sneer, Mr. Puff! 

Puff, Hufh!— vaftly well, Sir! vaftly well, a 
Hioft interefting gravity ! 

Dan, What, i^n'l he to fpeak at i&.\ 
jPaf Egad, 1 thought you'd ^^k m^ X^cv^X.-— "\^'^'''<^i 
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j« a very likely thing — that aMinifter m his fituation, 
with the whole affairs of the nation oo his head» 
fhould have time to talk !-— but hufh ! or you'll put 
him out. 

Sneer. Put him out 1 how the plague can that be, 
if he's not going to fay any thing ? 

Piif. There's a reafon ! — why, liis part is to 
ihinif and how the plague ! do you imagine he caa 
tLhii if you keep talking ? 

Dan. That's very true, upon my word ! 

[Burleigh comes Jorvjard^Jhales his head and exUJ\ 

Sneer. He is very perfed indeed — Now, pray 
■what did he mean by. that ? 

Pujf. You don't take it ? 

Sneer. No ; I don't upon my foul." 

PuJ^. Why, by that (hake of the head, he gave 
you to underftand that even tho' they had more juf- 
tice in their caufe and wifdom in their meafures-— yet, 
if there was not a greater fpirit fhown on the part of 
the people — the country would at laft fall a facri- 
fiice to the hoilile ambition of the Spaniih monar- 
chy. 

Sneer. The devil ! — did he mean all that by (baking 
his h<ad .? 

Puff". Every word of it — if he fhook his head as I 
taught him. 

Dan. Ah \ there is certainly a vail deal to be done 
en the ftage by dumb Ihew, and expreilion of face, 
and a judicious author knows how much he may truft 
to it. 

S/jf^r. 0, liere are feme of out old %c<\^uaintance. 
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jSnier Hatton and RALEiGHi 

** Sir Chrtf. My. niece, and jrof/r niece too ! 

•* By heav'n there's witchcraft in't He could not 

«* elfe 

** Have gain'd their hearts But fee where they 

^ approach ; 

'* Some horrid purpofe lowering on their brows ! 

♦* Sir Wal. Let us^ withdraw and maiflt thcta. "^ 

[Thiy wUhJram^ 
Sneer. What is all this ? 

Pufl Ah I here has been more pruning ! — but. 
the faA is, thefe two young ladies are alfo in love . 
, with Don Whifkerandos. — Now, gentlemen, thi& 
fcene goes entirely for what we caU Situation and 
Stage ££fe^, by which the gieateft applaufe may be 
obtained, without the ailiftance of language, fenti^ 
ment or character : pray mark ! 

JSnter the Two Nieces. 

<* ij Niece. EUena here ! 
*^ She is his fcom as much as I — that is 
** Some comfort ftill ! 

Puffl O dear Madam, you are not to fay that to 
her face ! — afide. Ma'am, afide. — The whole fcene 19 
to be qfide. 

" ifi Niece. She is his fcom as much as I — that is 
*< Some comfort ftill! l^ffide. 

" 2d Niece. I know he prizes not Pollina's love, 
« Bat Tilburina lords it o'er hw licwl. V\J^At* 
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** ift Nuce. But fee the proud deftroyer of ray 

" peace. 

•* Revenge is all the good I've left. \^^fde\ 

** zd Niece. He comes, the falfe difturberofmy 

** quiet. 

•* Nov7 vengeance do thy worft— \^^ft<^» 

Enter Whiskerakdos. 

" Whtjk. O hateful liberty — ^if thus in val^^• 
«*IfeekmyTiIburina! 

" Both Nieces. And ever (halt 1 
** Sir.Chriflopher and Sir Walter come forward, 
•♦ Hold ! we win avenge you. 

" JVhi/k. Hold you or fee your nieces bletd ! ' 

\7he two nieces draw their two daggers tojlrike 
Whi/ierandosy the two Uncles at theinflant with' 
their two /words drawn ^ catch their two nieces, 
armsj and turn the points of their /words to 
Whifkerandosy who immediately draws two 
daggers y and holds them to the twa nieces* bo» • 
foms.'] 
Pujf, There's fituation for you !-^there*8 an he- 
roic group ! — You fee the ladies can't ftab Whiiker-* 
andos — ^he durll not ftrike thenv for fear of their un- 
cles — ^the uncles durft not kill hira, .becaufe of their 
nieces — I have them all at a dead lock !— for every 
one of them is afraid to let go firft. 

Sneer. Why, then they muft fland there for ever; 
Tuff. So they would, if! hadn't a very fine con- 
trivance for't— Now min4— — 
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JEhier Beef£ATER wiih his Halberd, 

•* Beefeater, In the Queen's name I charge yoU 
" all to drop 
** Your fwords and daggers ! 

^hey drop thtir fwords and daggers 
Sneer, That is a contrivance indeed^ 
Puff, Aye — in the Qu^een's name. 
** Sir Chrif, Gome niece ! 
" Sir RaU Come niece ! 

[^Exeunt n»iih the two niecefA 
" IVhj/i, What's he, who bids us thus renounce 

" our guard ? 
" B^f eater. Thou muft do mere, renounce thy 
« love! 

« IVhf/l, Thou lieft ^bafe Beefeater ! 

« Beefeater. Ha>f Hell! the He! 

** By heav'n thou'ft rous'd the lion in my heart ! 
" OfFyeoman'shabit!— bafedifguife!— off! off! " 
[^JDif covers himfelfy by throwing off" his upper drefs^ 
and appearing in a very fine waijicoat.'\ 
" Am r a Beefeater now? 
"' Or beams my creft as terrible as when 
** In Bifcay's Bay I' took thy captive floop._ 

Fiijf. There, egad ! he cornea out to be the very 
Captain of the privateer who had taken Whifkeran- 
dos prifoner-^dud wa? himfelf an old lover of Tili 
burina*&. 

Dan, Admirably managed indeed; 
Puff, Now (land out of their way. 
*^ Whijk. I thank thjee fortune I thatUaft tlivi^b^^ 
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" A weapon to chaftifc this infolent. 

[^Taies up ont of the f words > 

** BecfeaUr, I take thy challenge, Spaniard, and 

" I thank 

** Thee fortune too ! — \^ale5 up the other Jword. 

Dan, That's excellently contrived !— it feema as 

if the two unclea had left their fworda on purpofe for 

them. 

Puff, No,, egad, they could not help leaving 
them. 

** Whijh, Vengeance and Tilburin^i ! 

" Beefeater, Exadly fo ^ 

\jrheyfighty and after the ufual number of wounds 
given, Whi/kerandos falls. 1^ 

<* Whl/i, O curfed parry ! that lafl thruft in 

" tierce 

" Was fatal Captain, thou haft fenced well t* 

** And Whifkerandos quits this buftling fcene 

«* Foralleter 

" Beefeater, ---nity — He would have added,. hut 
" ftem death 
♦* Cut fhort his being, and the npim at once ! 

Puff, O, my dear Sir, you arc too flow, now 
mind me.-i— Sir, (haUl trouble you to die again ? 
« Whijk. And Whifkerandos quita this buftling 
** fcenc. 

«• Foralleter 

" Beefeater. nity — He would have add^d— 

Puff, No, Sir — thatfs not it— once more, if you 
jJeafe — 

Whyh. I wifh. Sir— you would praftife this with* 
mut m a ■■ I can't ftay dy\i\^V\cTt ^m^V* 
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Puff', Very well, we'll go over it by and bye 
t muft htunour ihefe gentlemen ! 

\_Ex\t Whifkerandos,. 

'^ BtefeaUr. Farewell brave Spaniard ! and 

" when next 

Puff. Dear Sir, you needn't fpeak that fpcech as 
the body has walked off. 

Beefeater, That's true, Sir then I'll join the 

Aeet. 

Puff. Ifyouplcafe. [^a^iV Beefeater, .' 

Now who comes on ? 

Enter Governor, with his hair properly difordfreJ* . 

" Gov. A hemifphere of evil planets reign ! 
" And every planet fheda contagious phrenfy 1 
^' My SpaQiOi prifoner is fl^in i my daughter, 

" Meeting the dead corfe borne along ^has gone 

«* Diftraa ! [y^ loudfouri/h of trumpets^ 

"■ But hark ! I. am fummon'S to the fort, 
^* Perhaps the fleets have met ! amazing crifis ! 
" O Tilburina ! from thy aged father's beard 
" Thou'fl: pluck'd the few brown hairs which time 
" bad left 1 \^Exit Governor* 

Sneer. Poor gentleman ! 

Puff. Yes-^-and no one to blame but his daughter!" 

Dan. And the planet s ■ ■ 

Puff. True —Now enter Tilburma !— - 

Sneer. Egad, the buiinefs comes on quick here«. 

Puff. Yes, Sir — now fhe comes in ftark mad in-; 
white fatin. 

S/ee^* Why in white fatm i ^m 
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Ptijf. O' Lord, Sir, when a heroine goes mad, 
(he always goes into white £itin— don't (he, Dan- 
gle? 

Dan. Always — it's a rule» 

Puff. Yes — here it is (looking at the book ) 

* Enter Tilburina flark mad in white (atin, and her 
confidant (lark mad in white linen.' 

EnUr Tilburina and Cowfidant mad^ accord-^- 
ing to cujlom.^ 

Sneer, But what the deuce is the confidant to be 
mad too ? 

Puff. To be fure (he is, the confidant is always to 

do whatever her miilrefs^does; weep when (he weeps, 

fmilc when (he fmiles, go mad when (he goes mad. 

Now, Madam Confidant— ^but-—keep^your mad* 

ncfs in the back ground^ \i yoippleafe.:' 

" T'tlb. The wind whiftlcs the moon rifcs— — 

« fee 
" 'They have kSl'd my fquirrel in his cage ! 

** Is this a grafshopper I Ha ! no, it is my 

*' Whi(kerandos~you (hall not keep him 

*' I know you have him in your pocket 

** An oyfter maybe crofs'd in love ! .. ■ Who fays 
" A- whale's a bird ?— «Ha I did you call, my love? 

<« He's here ! He's there !— He's every wher« ! 

«* Ah me ! . He's no^ where 1 [^Exit Tilburioa. 

Puff. There, do you. everdefire^to fee any. body 
madder than that ?. 

Sneer. Never while I live ! 

/^uj^. Yoxi obferved how ftve xnaa^^i xV \R.^\t.4 
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. ,Dan. Yes — egad, it wa^ the firft. thing made me 
. fufpeft (he was out of her fenfes. 

Stieer, And pray what becomes of her ? 
J^uff. She 18 gone to throw herfelf into the fea to 
be fure — and that brings us at once to the (iccne of 
.adllon, -and £b to my cataflrophe — my fea fight, I 
mean 4 

Sneer. What, you bring that in at laft ? 
Puffl Yes — yes — you know my play is called the 
Span'ijb Armada^ otherwife, egad, 1 have no occafion 
for the battle at all — Now then for my magnifi- 
cence ! — ^my battle ! — ^my noife 1— and my proceffi- 
43n ! — ^You are all ready ? 

Prompt. (IVitbln.) Yes, Sir. 
PuJ. ; Is the Thames, dreil ? 

Enter Thames, nvith two Attendants, 

Thames, Here I am, Sir. 

Puff. Very well indeed — See, gentlemen, there's 
a river for you !— Thi& is blending a little of the 
mafque with my tragedy — a new fancy you know— 
and veiy ufefol in my cafe ; for as there mujl hea pro- 
ceJfioHy 1 fuppofe Thames and all his tnbutary rivers 
to compliment Britannia with a fete in honour of the 
viftory. 

Sneer. But pray, who are thefe gentlemen in green 
with him ? 

Puff. Thofe ?— -thofe are his banks. 

Sneer. His banks ? ' 

Puff. Yes, one crown'd with aldersj and the other 
with a villa!— you take the allufionaJ — bvlt\v^^^^ 
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what the plague ! you have got both your banks on 
one fide — Here,' Sir, come round*— Ever while you 
live, Thames, go between your banks. (Bell rings.) 
—There, foh ! now for't !-^Stand afide, my dear 
friends — away Thames ! 

[is x// Thames between his banks. 

£Flourl/h of drums^ — trumpets — cannon^ ^c, Csfr. 

Scene changes to the fea^^^hejleets engage^^^he 

mufic plays * Britannia Jlrlke horned — Spantfb 

feet dejlrofd byfre-Jhlps^ ^c — Engli/h feet 

advances^'-Huvfc plays * Rule Britannia,*"^ 

The proceffion of all the Englifh rivers and their 

tributaries with their emblems^ Csfr. begins with 

HandcPs water mupc^'-ends with a chorus^Jb 

the march in Judas Maccabstus, — During this 

fcenCi PuffdireSs and applauds every thlng"—^^ 

^hen"] 

Puff. Well, pretty weU-^— but not quite perfe6l— ^ 

fo ladies and gentlemen, if you plcafe, we'll rehearfe 

this piece again to-morrow. 



THE 

RIVALS. 



A 

COMEDY. 



BY R. B. SHERIDAN, ESQ^ 



ADAPTED FOR 

rHEATRICAL R E P R E S E NrAT 2 S^ 

AS PERFORMED AT THE 

T H E A T R E - R Y A L, 
DRURY-LANE. 



REGt7LATED VROM THE PROMPT-B^AOK- 
By Permyjion cf the Managers » 

**■ The Line* difUnpiUh^ ^7 inverted Conuiias, are omitlrd in the Reprcrentation.'* 



-DUBLIN J 

PRINTED Br WILLIAM PORTER^ || 

FOR WILLIAM JONES, NO. 86^ DAME-STREET. 

MDCCXCIII, 



PROLOGUE. 



BY THE AUTHOR. 

SPOKEN BY 

MR. WOODWARD AND MR. QUICK. 



Enter Serjeant at Law, and Attorney following, 
and giving a Paper. 

Serj. 
WHATHs heri'—a vile cramp hand ! I cannot ft^ 
Without my fpedacies* Alt. He means his fee* 
Nay, Mr. Serjeant^ good Sir, try again. 

[Giv€8 Money. 
Serj. The /crawl improves £morc2 come^ Uis pret- 
ty plain. 
Hey I ho<w*s this, r'-jDibble l-^fure it cannot he ! 
A Poet's Brief! A Poet and a F$e! 

Att. Tea Sir I -^though you without Reward, I 
know. 
Would gladly plead the Mufes caufe — (Serj.) So — So / 
And if the Fee ojfends^^your wrath Jhould fall 
On me — -(Serj* ) Dear Dibble no offence at all — 
Att. Some Sons of Phcehus-^in the Courts we meet, 
Serj. And fifty fons of Phabus in the Fleet! 
Att. Nor pleads he worfe, who with a decent fprig 
Of Bays — adorns his legal wajle of wig. 

Serj. Full-bottomed Heroes thus, onfigniy tinjurl m 
jfi^a/of/aurel'--^in a grove of curl I m 

I 
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Mujl *we dify.a^: htr f jind infiead ad'Oxince 
The GoJdtjs of the woeful countenance — 
TheferAimental Mufe 1 — Her emlltms virtu 
The Pilgrim^ s pr'^grefs^ and a f prig of rue ! 
Fic^M her — "too chafie to look liheflefb and blood— - 
Primly portrayed on c:nllematic Kuoodl 
There fx^d in vfurpation fhou^ d fbefland^ 
She^U fnauh the dagger from herfifler^s hand : 
^■Jnd haiying made her i-\faries weep a flood 
Good Heav*n ! fhe*U end her Comedies in blood — . 
Jiid Harry Woodward break poor Dunftall's ^rrown / 
Jmprifon Quick — and knock Ned Shutcr do*wr. ; 
IVhile fed BarfantI— wf^'/>/«o- oVr the fee ne, 

8hallf.ab herfelf—of- poifm Mrs, Green. 

Such dire encroachments to prevent in time. 
Demands the Critic^ s voice — the Poet^s rhyme. 
Can our light fcenes^ addftrengih to holy laws / 
Such puny patronage tut hurts ihecaufe : 
Fair Virtue f corns our feeble aidtoofk ; 
jind mora! Truth drfdains the Trickflcr's mafk. 
For here ihciv favorite fl and s *, whofe brow — fevere 
And fad — claims Toutl/s refpeBy and Pity^s tear ; 
Who — zvhen opprrfs^ d by foes hrr worth creates — 
Can point a poignard at the Guilt fhe hates. 
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EPILOGUE. 



BY THE AUTHOR. 
SPOKEN BY MRS. BULKLEY. 



Ladies for YoU'-^I heard our Poet fay— 
He*d try to coapsfome Mqrdlfrom his Play : 

* One inoraPsJ>Iain — cried I^^without more fufs ; 

* Man's facial happinefs all refls on Us^^ 

* Thro* all the Drama-^iuhether damned or not-^ 

* Love gilds the S<icn€, and Women guide th plot. 

* From ev^ry rank — obedience is our dus'^^ 

* D^ye doubt? — The nvorld^s great Jlage Jhcdl prove ii 

* true.^ 

The Cil—'wellJkWd to flkn domejlic p-ife— 
WMlfap abroad ;— but frfl— he'll ajk his wife : 
John Trot, his friend for onccy will do the fhrne^ 
Bui then — Wlljujl ftcp home to tell his ^me.-— 

The furly 'Squire — at noon refohes to ruky 
And half the day — Zounds I Madam is a fool I 
Convinced at night — the vanquifh''d Vitlor faysy 
Ah ! Kate I you women have fuch coaxing ways \ — • 

Tl^tf jolly Toper chides each tardy blade — 
Till reeling Bacchus calls en Love for aid : 
Then with each Toajlj he fees fair bumpers fivim^ 
AnJijf/it Chloeon the fparhhig jBrtml 
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Nay^ I have heard thai Statefmefi-^great andwifc^ 
Will fometimcs counfel with a Lady*s eyes ; 
The fervile fuitors'^-watch her various face ^ ^ 

She f miles preferment — or Jht frowns, difgrace^ q 

Curtfies a penfwn here^-wthere nods a place* J 

Nor with lefs awe^ in fcenes of humbler Tife^ 
Is view'd the miftrefs, or is heard the wife. 
The poor eft Feafant of the poorejl foil^ 
The child of Poverty ^ and heir to Toil-^ 
Early from radiant Lovers impartial lights 
Steals one f mall fpark^ to cheer his world of night : 
Dea^fparh ! — that oft thro* winter"* s chilling tj^oesy 
Is all the warmth his little cottage knows / 
The wand'ring Tar — who, not for years, hasprefs^d 
The widowed partner of his day ofrefi^^ 
On the cold doc k'-^far from herarrj^s remov^d"^ 
Still hums the ditty which his Sufan lov*d : 
And while around the cadence rude is blown ^ 
The Bcaiffwain wJfi/lles in afoftsr tone* 

Thi Soldier, f curly proud of wounds and toil. 
Pants for the triumph of his Nancy* sf mile ; 
But ere the battle yjhould he lift* her cries y 
The Lover trembles'-^and the Hero dies I 
That hearty by war and honour fieel* d to fear ^ 
Droops on nfigh^ andfickens at a tear I 

But Te more catttious-^e nice judging few ^ 
Who give to Beauty only Beauty* s due^ 
Tho* friends to Love — ^Ye view with deep regret 
Ourconquefts marr* i'-^ani trtuTnfbs incoTn^lttc^ 
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^ Till polled Wit more lajlu\g charms dlfdofe^ 
And yudgment fix the darts which Beauty throws ! 
"^In female hreqfts did Senfi and Merit rule^ 
7he Lover* s mind would q/h no other fchool ; 
Shamed Into fenfe — the Scholars of our eyesy 
Our Beaux from Gallantry would foon he wife ; 
Would gladly light thelt homage to Improve^ 
The Lamp of Knowledge at the Torch of Love I 
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JCT I. SCENE I. 



A Street In Bath. 



CoACHMA}^' crojes the Stage. ^^-^Enter Tao, looihg' 
after himi 

Fag. 

What I—Thomas !— Sure 'tis he?- What!— 

Thomas ! — ^Thomas I , 

Coachman. Hey \ Odd's Kfe ! — Mr. Fag !— give 
as your hand , my old feUow ferva nt . 

Fag. Excufc my glove, Thomas! — I'm dev'lifh 
glad to fee you, my lad : why, my prince of chario- 
teers, you look as hearty ! — ^but who the deuce 
thought of feeing you in Bath ? ^ .*' 

' Coachman. 6ure, Mafter, Madam Jult^i Harry, 
Mrs. Kate, and the pod illion be. all come. 

Fag. Indeed! 

Coachman. Aye ! Maftcr tlvoug\\l vcio\.\\tx ^x cS. 
the gout was coming to make \\Tm a vv^vX. \ — l^V^^^ 

Is 
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a mind to gi't the flip, and whip ! we were all off at 
a^.hour's warning. 

Fag* Aye, aye ! hafty in every thing, or it would 
not be Sir Anthony Abfolitte ! 

Coachman, But tell us, Mr. Fag, how does young 
Mafter? Odd I Sir Anthony will ilare to fee the 
Captain, here ! 

Fag, I do not ferve Captain Abfolute now.— 

Coachman. Why fure ! 

Fag. At prefent 1 am employed by Enfign Be- 
verley. 

Coachman. I doubt, Mr. Fag,^ you ha'n't chang- 
ed for the better. 

Fag. I have not changed, Thomas. 

Coachman. No ! why didn't you fay you had left 
young Mafter ? 

Fag.^^o — Well, honeft Thomas, 1 muft puz- 
zle you no farther ; — briefly then — Captain Ab- 
folute and Enfign Beverley are one and the fame 
perfon. 

Coachman. The devil they are ! 

Fag. So it is indeed, Thomas ; and the Etifign — 
half of my Mafter being on guard at prefent — the 
Captain has nothing to do with me. 
• Coachman. So, fo I — what, this is fomc freak, I 
warrant ! — Do tell us, Mr. Fag, the meaning oH — 
you know I ha' trufted you. 

Fag. You'll be fccret, Thomas ? 

Coachman. As a coach-horfe. 

Fag. Why then the caufe of all this is — Love-^ 
Love, Thomas, who (as you may get read to you) 
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has been a mafquerader ever fince the days of Jupi- 
ter. 

Coachman, Aye, aye ; — I gueffed there was a lady 
in the cafe : — ^but pray, why does your Mailer pafs 
only for Enfign ? — ^now if he had fhamm'd General 
indee d f 

• Fag. Ah ! Thomas, there lies- the myflery o'tha 
matter. — Hark'ee, Thomas, my Matter is in lovo 
with a lady of a very fingular tafte : a -lady who 
likes him better as a half-pay Etifigny than if fhe knew 
he was fon and heir to Sir Anthony Abfolute, a ba- 
ronet of three thoufand a-year. 

Coachman, That is an odd tafte indeed 1 — but has 
(he got the ftuff, Mr. Fag ; is (he rich, hey ? 

Fag. Rich ! — why, I believe fhe owns half the 
ftocks ! — Z— ds ! Thomas, (he could pay the nati- 
onal debt as eafily as 1 could my vj^ftierwoman ! — 
She has a lap dog that eats out of gold-— fhe feeds 
her parrot with fmall pearls — and all her thread-pa- 
pers are made of bank notes ! 

Coachman, Bravo! — faith! — Odd 1 I warrant fhe 
has a fct of thoufands at leafl : — but does fhe. draw 
kindly with the Captain ? 

Fag. As fond as pigeons. 

Coachman. May one hear her name ? 

Fag. Mifs Lydia Languifh — But there is an old 

tough aunt in the way; — though by the bye 

file has never feen my Mafler — ^for he got, ac- 
quainted with Mifs while on a vifit in Gloucefttr- 
fhire. 

Coachman. Well — I wifh they were once har- 
D^ffcd together in- matrimony,— —SuX ^x^>\lfix* 



t04 THE RfVAL5» Act?. 

Fag^ what kind of a place is tbU Batk i — I W 

heard a deal of it — there's a xnort o'mcrry-making— 
hey? 

JFag. Pretty well, Thomas, pretty weft^-His » 
good lounge ; in the mbrntng wc go to the pump- 
room (though neither my mailer nor I drink the wsn 
tets) ; after breakfaft we faunter o« the {mrade^^or 
play a game at bflliards ; at night we dance r but 
d — n the place, Vm tired of it : their regular hours 
ft ipify me — not a fiddle nor a card after elei«n J— 
however, Mr, Faulklapad's gentleman and I keep k 
up a little in private parties ;-^I^ll introduce yoa 
there, Thomas — you'll like him m.uch. 

Coachman. Sure I know Mr, Du-Pcigfi— yooknow 
hia Mafter is to many Madam Julia. 

Fag, 1 had forgot — But Thomas yo« muft poh'A 
a little — indeed you muft.— — -Here now — ^this 
wig ! — what the devil do you do with a wig^ Tho- 
mas ?-— none of the London whips of airy degree of 
Ton wear wigs now. | 

Coachman. Morels the pity J more's the pity, I- 
fay-^Odd's life ! when 1 lieard how the lawyers and 
do^lors had took to their own hair, I thought how 
'twould go next : — Odd rabbit it ! when the fafhion 
had got foot on the Bar, I gueffr'd 'twould mount to 
the Box I — but 'tis all out of charader, believe me, 
Mr, Fag : and look'ee, I'll never gi' up mine— the 
lawyers and dod^ors may do as they will. 

Fag, Well, Thomas, we'll not quarrel about that. 

Coachman. Why, blefs you, the gentlemen of the 
jprofelfions ben't all of a mind — for in our village 
M0W iko^S Jack Gauge the e»«/cman Yia:^ \a?tYL\a\3l\ 
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carrots, there's little Dick the farner fwear» he'll 
never forfakc his boBf tho* all the college fhonld ap- 
pear with their own heads ! 

Fi^0 Indeed I well faid Dick I but hold — mark f 
mark ! Thomas. 

Coachmatu Zooks ! ^tis the Captain — Is that the 
lady with him ? 

Fag. No I no ! that is Madam Lucy — my Maf- 
ter's miftrcfs's maid. — ^They lodge at that hoofe — but 
i nkift after him to Cell him the news. 

Coachman. Odd I he's giving her money ! ■ ■' ■ 
well, Mr. Fag 

Fag. Good bye, Thomas. — ^I have aft appoint*^ 
ment in Gydc's Porch tlvis evening at eight; meet 
ftte there, and wc^ll make a little party. 



SCENE TL 



A Drejfftng-room In Mrs. Malaprop's Lodgings 

LiYDtAjttiing on a fopha^ ivUh a hook in her hanJ.^^ 
Lucy, as jujl returned from a meffage, 

Luey, Indeed, Ma'am, I traversed half the town; 
in fearch of it : — 1 d©n't believe there's a circulating 
library in Bath, 1 ha'nt been at. 

I.y/Ua. And could not you get * The Reward of 
Conftancy ?' 

Lucy, No indeed. Ma'am. 

Zjfduf. Nof * The Fatak Conu^&ioib^ 
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Luey^ No indeed, Ma'^am. 

Lydia. Nor ^^TkcMiftakesof the Heart?' 

Lucy. Ma'am, as ill-luck would have it, Mr» 
Bull faid MIfs Sukey Saunter had juft fetch'd it 
away. 

Lydi(u Heigh-ho ! — Did you enquire for * The 
Delicate DIftrefs V 

Lucy, Or * The Memoirs of Lady Wood- 
ford?' Yes indeed. Ma'am. — I ailc'd every where 
for it ; and I might have brought it from Mr. Frede- 
rick's, but Lady Slattern Lounger, who had juft 
fent it home, had fo foiled and dog's-ear'd it, it 
■wa'n't fit for a chriftian to read. 

Lydia. Helgh-ho \- — Yes, I always know when 
Lady Slattern has been before me. — She has a moft 
obfc/Ving thumb ; and I believe cheriflies her nails 
for the convenience of making marginal notes. 
Well, child, what have you Brought me \' 

Lucy. Oh ! here Ma'am. 

[Taking hoohfrom under her cloak ^ and from 
her pockets.} 
Tills is * The Gordian Knot'— and this * Peregrine 
Pickle.' Here are * The Tears of Senfibility,' and 
* Humphry Clinker.' This is * The Memoirs of a 
Lady of Quality, written by herfelf,' — and here the 
fccond volume of * The Sentimental Journey.' 

Lyd'ui. Hcigh-ho ! — ^What are thofe books by the 
glafs ? 

Lucy. The great one is only * The whole Duty of 
Man,' where I pre is a few blonds, Ma'am. 

Lyilia. Very well — give me the fal volatlk. 
_ Zucy. le it in a blue co^ct, TAu'^kJox^ 
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LycTta. My fmelling-bottlc, you fimpJeton ! 

Lucy. O, the drops ! — here Ma*am. 

Lydia. Hold! — ^here's fome one coming— quick, 
fee who it is. [^Exit Lucy.* 

Surely I heard my coufia Julia's Toicel 

[^Re-enter luWC^' 
Lucy, Lud ! Ma'am, here is Mifs Melville. 
Lydta, Is it pofiible I 

Enter Julia. 

Lydla» My deareft Julia, how delighted am' I \ 
(Embrace) How unexpefted v^'as this happinefs ! 

Julia. True, Lydia and our pleafure is the 

greater ; — ^but what has been the matter ? — ^you were 
denied to me at firft ! 

Lydta. Ah, Julia, I have a thoufand things ta 
tell you r — but firft ifiform me, what has conjur'd 
you to Bath ? — Is Sir Anthony hei-e ? 

Julxa. He is — ^we are arrived within this hour— 
and I fuppofe he will be here to wait on Mrs. Mala- 
propas foon as he is drefs'd. 

Lydta. Then before we are interrupted, let me 
impart to you fome of my diftrefs ! — I know your 
gentle nature will fympathize with me, tho' your 
prudence may condemn me ! — My letters have in- 
formed you of my whole connexion with Beverley ; 

-—tut I have loft him, Julia \ my aunt has dif- 

cover'd our intercourfe by a note fhe intercepted, 

and has confined me ever fince ! — ^Yet, would you 

• believe it ? ftie has fallen abfolutely in love with a taU 

Irifti Baronet fhe met one night (ince wc hais^ Vsa^\s. 

Jkcve, at I-adyMaCfliuffle's rout. 
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JuFui. Youjcft, Lydial 

Lydla. No» upon* my w(m^.— -She really carries on 
a kind of correfpondence wkh himy undet a feigned 
name though, till (he chufes to be known to him ;-^- 
but it 18 a Delta or a Celia^ I afifure you. 

ytt/ftf. Then, furely, fhc is now axore indulgent 
to her niece. 

Lydia, Quite the contrary. Since (he has di& 
covered her own frailty, (he is become more fufpi- 
cious of mine. Then I muft inform you of another 
plague ! — ^That odious Acres is to be in Bath to- 
day ; fo that I proteft I (hall be teafed out of all 
i^irits ! 

Juita, Come, come^ Lydk^ hope for the beft — 
Sir Anthony (hall ufe his intereil with MrSi Mal«» 
prop. 

Lydla* But you have not heard the worft. Un- 
fortunately 1 had quarrelPd with my poor Beverley^ 
juft before my aunt made the difcoYery^ and I have 
jiot feen him fince lo make it up. 

Julia' What was his offence ? 

Lydta. Nothing at all ! — But, I don't know how 
it was, as often as we had been together, we had 
never had a quarrel !— And fomehow, I wds afraid 
he would never give me an opportunity. — So, kft 
Thurfday, I wrote a letter to myfclf^ to inform ray- 
fclf that Beverley was at that time paying his ad- 
dreffcs to anothf r woman. — I figned it, your Friend 
unknown^ {hew*d it to Beverley, chaigM him with 
his falfehood, put myfelf in a violent pai&on, and vow'd 
rd never fee him more* 
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. Julia* And you let Him depart fo, and have not 
feen him fi nee ? 
• Lydia, 'Twas the next day my aunt found the 
matter out ; I intended only to have teafcd hin\ 
three days and a half, and now I've loft him for 
ever. 

Julia. If he is as deferviiig and finccrc as you 
have reprefented him to me, he will never gi>ie you 
up fo. Yet conffder, Lydia, you tell me he is but 
an Enfjgn, and you have thirty thoufand pounds ! 

Lydia. But you know \ lofc nu)ft of my fortune 
jf I marry vvrithout my aunt's confent, till of age ; 
and that'is what I have determined to do, ever fince 
I knew the penalty^ — Nor could \ love the man> wha 
would wiih to wait a day for the alternative. 

Julia. Nay, this is caprice ! 

Lydia- What, docs Julia tax me with caprice f 
■ -I thought her l6ver Faulkland had enured her 
tait. 

Julia* I do not love even hii faults. 

Lydia, But a-propos — you have fent to him, I 
fuppofe ? 

Julia. Ijfct yet, upon my word — nor has he iht 

kaft idea of my being in Bath. Sir Anthony 'a 

refolution was fo fudden,. I could not inform hint 
©f it. 

Lydia. Well, Julia, you arc your own miftrefs, 
(though under the protedion of Sir Anthony) yet 
have you, for tliis long year, been a flave to the 
caprice, the whim, the jealoufy of this ungrateful 
Faulkland, who wiU ever dela^ aiFuraing^ th^ tv^hfe 
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of a hufbandy while you Aiffer him to be equally im« 
penous as a lover. 

yuUa. Nay, you are wrong entirely. — ^Wc were • 
contraded before my father's death. — That, and 
fome confequent embarrafiments, have delay 'd what 
I know to be my Faulkland's moft ardent wifti.— — 
He is too generous to trifle on fuch a point. — And 
for his charader you wrong him there too. — No^ 
Lydia, he is too proud, too noble to be jealous ; if 
he is captious, 'tis without diffembling ; if fretful^ 
without rudenefs. — Unus'd to the fopperies of love, 
he is negligent of the little duties expeded from a 
lover^-but being unhackney'd in the'pailion, his af- 
fedion is ardent and fincere ! and as it engroffes his 
whole foul, he expeds every thought and emotion 

of his miftrefs to move in unifon with his. Yet, 

though his pride calls far this, full return—- his humli* 
lity makes him undervalue thofe qualities in him, 
which would entitle him to it ; and not feeling why 
he fhould be lov'd to the degree he wifhes, he ftill 
fufpedts that he ia not lov'd enough : — This temper, 
I mud own, has coft me many unhappy hours ; but I 
have leam'd to think myfelf his debtor, for thofe 
imperfedions which arife from the ardour of his at* 
taclunent. 

Lydla. Well, I cannot blame you for defending 

him. But tell me candidly, Julia, had he never 

fav'd your life, do you think you fhould have been 
attach'd to him as you are I — Believe me, the rude 
blaft that overfet your boat was a profperous gale cf 
Jove to him. 
^ ^u/ia. Gratitude may Va^e ^xtxx^ti't^ xa?^ ^-^ 
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tachmcnt to Mr. Faulkland, but I lov'd hin> before 
he had prefe^'d me ; yet furely that alone were an 

obligation fufficient 

Lydia, Obligation ! ' ■ W hy a water-fpaniel 

would have done as much • — ^Well, I (hould never 
think of giving my heart to a man becaufe he could 
fwim ! 

Julia, Come, Lydia, you are too incon{id«rate» 
Lydia. Nay, I do but jell. — ^What's here ? 

Enter Lucy, in a hurry. 

Lucy. O Ma'am, here is Sir Anthony Abfofute 
juft come home with your aunt. 

Lydia* They'll not come here. — Lucy do you 
watch. [^x//Lucy. 

Julia, Yet I muft go. Sir Anthony does not 

know 1 am here, and if we meet, he'll detain me, 
to (hew me the town* — I'll take another opportuni- 
ty of paying my refpefts to Mrs* Malaprop, whea 
ihe (hall treat me, as long as (he choofes, with her 
feleA words fo ingenioufly mifappliedi without being 
mij^ronounced. 

Re-enter Lucy. 

Lucy,. O Lud ! Ma'am, they are both commg up 
flairs. 

Lydia, Well, I'll not detain you, Coz. — Adieu, 
my dear Julia ; I'm fure you are in haflc to fend to 

Faulkland. There — through my room you'tt 

find another (lair^cafe. 

^Ju//a. Adieuc — (Embrace ) ^Exit\Q!!CA% 



:^ 



at% THE RIVALS. Act I. 

Lydla. Here, my dear Lucy, hide thefe books. 
—Quick, quick. — Fling Peregrine Pickle under the 
^ toilet — throw Roderick Random into the clofet— put 
T^he Innocent Multery into The Whole Duty of Man 
— thruft Lord jiimworth under the fopha — cram 
Ovid behind the bolfter — there — put The Man of 
Feeling into your pocket-^fo, fo, now lay Mrs» 
Chapone in fight, and leave Fordyce*s Sermons open on 
the table. 

Lucy. O burn it, Ma'am, the hair-drefler has torn 
away as far as Proper Pride. 

Lydia. Never mind^^pen at ^o^r/V/y.-^^Fling roe 
Lord ChflerfieWs Letters. — Now for 'em. 

J^nter Mrs. Malaprop and Sir Anthony Abso* 

LUTE. 

Mrs. Mai There, Sir Anthony, there fits tht 
deliberate Simpleton, who wants to difgrace \\tr 
family, and fevifti hcrfelf on a fellow not worth \ 
ihilling. 

Lydia. Madam, I thought you once -— 

Mrs. Mah You thought, Mifs 1 — I don't know 
any bufinefsyou have t5 think at all. — Thought doea 
not become a young wojnan. But the point we- 
would requell of you is, that you will promife to for- 
get this fellow-^— to illiterate him, I fay, quite from 
your memory. 

Lydia. Ah, Madam ! our memories are indepen- 
dent of our wills. — It is not fo eafy to forget* 

Mrs, Mai. But 1 fay it is^ Mifs ; there is nothing 
on earth fo eafy as to forget^ \l 2. -^tiW cVtfiofea to 
^/kt about It. — Pm fure 1 b^cv^ ^^ tc^wOa Iw^ox. ^^>wl 
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poor deal" uncle as If he had never exlfted-^ — and I 
Ihought it my duty fo to do ; and let me tell you, 
Lydia, thefe violent memories don't become a young 
wc^an. 

Sir Anth. Why, fure fhe wont pretend to remem- 
ber what (he's ordered not !---aye, this comes of her 
reading ! 

Lydia, What crime, Madam, have I committed 
to be treated thus ? 

Mrs» MaL Now don't attempt to extirpate your* 
Telf from the matter ; you know I have proof contro- 
vertible of it. — But tdl me, will you promife to do 

as you're bid ? Will you take a hufband of your 

friend's choofing ? 

Lydia, Madam, I muft tell you plainly, that had 
I no preference for any one elfe> the choice you have 
made would be my aveiTion. 

Mrs, MaL What bufinefs have you, Mifs, with 
preference and averfion P They don't become a young 
woman ; and you ought to know, that as both al- 
ways wear off, 'tis fafefi: in matrimony to begin 
with a little aver/Ion, I am fure I hated your poor 
dear uncle before marriage as if he'd been a black- 
a-moor — and yet, Mifs, you are fenfible what a 
wife 1 made ! — and when it pleas'd heaven to re- 
leafe me from him, 'tis unknown what, tears I fliedl 
— But fuppofe we were going to give you another 
choice, will you promife us to give up this Bever- 

Lydia, Could I belie my thoughts fo far, as to 
give that promife, my adlions would certainly as far 
htVic my words. 
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Mrs* Mah Take yourfclf to your room. ^You 

are fit company for nothing but your own ill-hti- 
«nour8. 

^Lydia. Willingly, Ma'am — I cannot change for 
the worfe. \_^Exit Lydia. 

Mrs. Mai, There's a little intricate hufly for 
you 1 

Sir j§nth. It is not to he wonder'd at, Ma'am — 
all this is the natural confcquence of teaching girls 
to read. — Had I a thoufand daughters, by heaven ! 
I'd as foon ha^ them taught the black art as their 
alphabet ! 

Mrs. Mai, Nay, nay. Sir Anthony, you are an 
alfalute mifanthropy. 

Sir jftub. In my way hither, Mrs. Malaprop, I 
obfervcd your niece's maid coming forth from a cir- • 
culating library ! — She had a book in each hand — 
tlicy were half-bound volumes, with marble covers ! 
. — From that moment 1 gueiis'd how full of duty 1 
(hould fee her miflrds 1 

Airs. Mai. Thofc are vOe pbces, indeed ! 

Sir jinth. Madam, a ^rculating library in a town 
is, as an cvcr-grecn tree of diabolical knowledge !— 
it bloifoms through the year ! — And depend on it, 
Mrs. Malaprop, that they who are fo food of band- 
ling the leaves, will k>ng for the fruit at hSL 

A/r-. Mai, Fie, Sc^ Sir Anthony, you foiely 
fjxrak laconically. 

^.V y^nih. Why, Mrs. Malaprop, ia fcoderatioD, 
now, wiiat would you have a T^ozmn kxK>w : 

J/rj. M^I, Obiervc nie, S\t Antiiaa^— 1 would 
^ by no mczns wiih a dsLU^\ci oim\ut\Q\jft^\Ka^'^ 
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of learning ; I don*t think, fo much learning be- 
comes a young woman ; for in (lance — I would never 
kt her meddle with Greek, or Hebrew, or Algebra^ 
or Simony, or Fluxions, or Paradoxes, or fuch in- 
flammatory branches of learning — neither would it 
be neccflary for her to handle any of your mathema- 
tical, aftronomical, diabolical inftrumcnts : — But, 
Sir Anthony, 1 would fend her, at nine years old, 
to a boarding-fchool, in order to learn a little inge- 
nuity and attifice. — Then, Sir, (he fhoiild have a fu- 
percilious knowledge in accounts ; — and as (he grew 
up, I would have her xnftrufted in geometry, that 
fhe might know fomething of the contagious coun- 
tries ;— but above all, Sir Anthony, (he (hould be 
miftrcfs of orthodoxy, that flie might not mif-fpell, 
and mif-pronounce words fo Shamefully as girls ufual- 
ly do ; and likewife that (he might reprehend the 

true meaning of what fhe is faying. This, Sir 

Anthony, is what I would have a woman know ; 
*— and I don't think there is a fuperflitious article 
in it. 

Sir Anth. Well, well, Mrs. Mahprop, I will dif- 
pute the point no further with you ; though I muft 
confefs, that you are a truly moderate and polite 
arguer, for almoft every third word you fay is on my 
fid« of the queftion. — But, Mrs. Malaprop, to the 
more important point in debate — you fay, you have 
no objedlion to my propofal. 

Mrs» Mai. None, I aflure you.— I am under no 
pofitive engagement witli Mr. Acres, and as Lydta 
is fo obllinate againft him, perhaps your fon mat[ 
have better fuccc£}i» 
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Sir Aruh, Well, Madam, I will write for the bo j 

direftly. He knows not a fyllable of this yet, 

though I have for fome time had the propofal in my 
bead^ He is at prefent with his regiment. 

Mrs. MaU We have never fecn your fon. Sir 
Anthony ; but I hope no objedlion on his fide. 

Sir Anth. Objedion ! — let him objedl if he dare ! 
—No, no, Mrs. Malaprop, Jack knows that the 
lead demur puts me in a frenzy direftly. — My pro- 
cefs was always very fimple— in their younger days 
*twa3 * Jack do this ;' — if he demurred — I knockM 
him down — and if he grumbled at that — I always 
fent him out of the room. 

Mrs* MaL Aye, and the propereft way, o'my 
confcience !— nothing is fo conciliating to young 
people as feverity. — Well, Sir Anthony, I (hall give 
Mr. Acres his difcharge, and prepare Lydia to re- 
ceive yout fon's invocations ;— ^and I hope you will 
reprefent her to the Captain as an obje6t not altoge- 
ther illegible. 

Sir Antb. Madarii, I will handle the fubje A pru- 

6ently. — Well, I muft leave yoti-«-and let me beg 

you, Mrs. Malaprop, to enforce this matter roundly 

to the girl ;^— take my advice — keep a tight hand — 

if (he tejeds this propofal^— clap her under lock and 

key : — and if you were juft to let the fervants forget 

to bring her dinner for three or four days, you can't 

conceive how flie'd come about I \^Exit Sir Anth* 

Mrs. MaL WcU, at any rate I fhall be glad to* 

. get her from under my intuition. — She has fome- 

how difcovered my partiality for Sir Lucius O'Trig- 

gcr — {urCf Lucy can't havcbcU^^'d m^\ — -"^^^^ the 
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girl is fuch a iimpleton, I fliould have made her 
Gonfefs it. — Lucy ! — Lucy ! — (calls.) Had fhc been 
die of your artificial ones, I Ihould never have trail- 
ed her. 

JEnter Lucv, 

Lucy, Did you call, Ma'am ? 

Mrs, MaL Yes, girl. — Did you fee Sir Lucius 
while you was out ? 

Lucy. No, indeed, Ma'am, not a glimpfe of him. 

Mrs ^ MaL You are fure, Lucy, that you never 
mentioned - 

Lucy. O Gemini ! I'd fooner cut my tongue out, 

Mrs. MaU Well, don't let your fimplicity be 
impo^'d on. 

Lucy. No, Ma'am. 

Mrs* MaL So, come to me prefently, and I'll 
give you another letter to Sir Lucius : — ^but mind, 
Lucy— if ever you betray what you are intruded 
with — (unlefs it be other people's iecrets to me) 
you forfeit my malevolence forever : — and your being 
a iimpleton (hall be no excufe for your locality. 

lExit Mrs. Mai. 

Lucy. Hal hal ha !-— So, my ^t^r Jim j^l.cifyy let 
«ne give you a little refpite — faltering her manner) — 
let girls in my ftation be as fond as they pleafe of ap- 
pearing expert, and knowing in their trulls ;— <:om- 
«[iend me to a mafk oi JiUlnefs^ and a pair of (harp 
^es for my own intercft under it !-— Let me fee to 
what account have I turn'd my fimplicity lately — 

\lo(ik% oX a ^afcr. 
Yor alcUmg Mifs Ljdh Langit\Jh in a drji^n oj riw 
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nlr^ away ivitban Enfign ! — In money^-^Jundry ttmes*^ ' 
tzuehe pounds tivehe — goivtts^ve — /jaisj ruffles y cqps^ 
Sec. &c* — number lef s I'^From the /aid Enfign^ within 

^'this Iq/i^ month f fix guineas and a half. — ^About a quar- 
ter's pay ! — Item, from Mrs, Malaprop^ for hetray-- 
ing the young people: to her — when I found matters 
were likely to be difcovered — two guineas^ and a 
black padufoy*^litm, from Mr, Acres y for carrying 
divers letters — which I never delivered— -^wo guineas f 
and a pair of buckles. -^Ittmi from Sir Lucius O^Trig' 
ger-^-^lhree crowns^ — /wo gold pocket pieces — andajilver 

fnujf-box ! — ^Well done, fimplicity ! — yet I was forced 
to make my Hibernian believe, that, he wascorrcf- 
ponding, not with the Aunti but. with tht Niece: 
for though not over rich, I found he had too much 
pride and delicacy to facrifice the feelings of a gen tle- 
Baa(i to the neceJDQties of his fortune. [^Exiu 
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- Captgln Abfblute's Lodgisigs, 
Captain ABsof.yTE,^«^ Fap- 

Fac. 

Sir, while I was there, Sir Anthony came in :! I 

told him, you had fcnt me to inquire after his 

health, and to. know if he was at leifure to, i<?e 
jrqih 
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Ahf, And what did he f^y^ on hearing I was at 
Bath? 

Fag, Sir, in my life I never faw an elderly gen- 
tleman more aflonifhed ! He ftarted back two or 
three paces, rapt oat a dozen inteijedoral oaths, and 
alked, what the devil had brought you here ? 

Ahf, WclJ, Sir, and what did you fay ? 

Fag^ O, I lied. Sir — I forget the precife lie, but 
you may depend on't, he got no truth from me. 
Yet, with fubmifBon, for fear of blunders in future, 
I ihould be glad to fix what has brought us to Bath : 
in order that we may lie a little confidently. — Sir An- 
thony's fervants were curious. Sir, very curious in* 
-deed. 

Ahf, You have faid nothing to them ? 

Fag^ O, not a word, Sir — not a word. Mr.* 

Thomas, indeed, the coachman (whom I take to be 
the difcreetefl of whips) — 

Ahf. S'death ! — ^you rafcal ! you have not trufled 
liim ! 

Fag- O, «o, Sir — no — no — not a fyllable, upon 
my veracity ! — He was, indeed, a little inquifitive ; 
but I was fly. Sir— devilifh fly ! — My Mafler ((aid 
I) honefl Thomas (you know. Sir, one fays i^c^n^ 
to one's inferiors) is come to JBath to recruit-^Yes, 
Sir— 1 faid, to recruit — and whether for men, mo- 
ney, or conflitution, you know, Sir, is nothing to 
him, nor any one elfe. 

Alff. Well — recruit will do — ^let it be fo — 

Fag. O, Sir, recruit will do furprifingly— in- 
deed, to give the thing an air, I told TViotcssA^ >^^ 
Xour Honour had already luUfttd, ?kNt ^\^-»2ki^i^ 

K2 
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chairmen, {^vtn minonty waiters, and thirteen blUi* 
ard markers. 

Mf, You blockhead, never fay more than is Re» 
ciflatry. 

Fag. I beg- pardon, Sir^^I beg pardon But, 

with fiibmlfTion, a lie is nothing unlefs one fupport* 

it. Sir, whenever I draw on my invention for a 

good current lie, 1 alwa}'« -forge indorfements as well 
as t\ic bill. 

jibf. Well, take care you doti't hurt your credit, 

by offering too much fecurityi- IsMr.Faulkland 

returned ? 

Fag. He is above. Sir, changing his drefs. 

^/f. Can you tell whether he has been informed 
of Sir Anthony's and Mifs Melville's arrival ? 

Fag. I fancy not, Sir; he has feen no one fince 
he camfe in, but his gentleman, who was with him 

at IJriftol. 1 think. Sir, I, hear Mr. Faulkland 

coming down » 

yibfr Go tell him, I am here. 

Fag. Yes, Sir — (going) I beg pafdon, §ir, but 
ihould Sir Anthony call, you will do me the fa- 
vour to remember, that we. are recruitings -{£ you 
pleafe. 
. Mf. Well, v^-«lL . 

Fag. And in tendernefs to my character, if your 

•Honour could bring in the chairmen and waiters, I 

fhall eileem it as an obligation ; — for though I never 

•^^fcruple a lie to fervc my Matter, yet it hurts one's 

confcience to be found out. [J?.v//. 

y/Y- Now for my whiirvfical friend :if he docs 
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not know that, his miftrefe is here, 1^11 teafe him a 
little before I tell him 

£nter Faulkxand. 

Faulkland, you're welcome to Bath again j you arc 
punftual in your return. 

Fnnih. Yes 5 I hadnothing to detain me, when I 
had finiihcd the blifinefs 1 went on. Well, what 
news fince 1 left you ? How Hand matters between 
you and Lydia ? 

j1hf» Faith, much as they were ; 1 have not feen 
her fmce our quarrel 5 however I exped to be recalled 
every hour. 

Faulk. Why don't you pcrfuadehcr la go off with 
you at once? • • 

Mf. What, and Idfe t^o-thitds of her fortune? 

Y«u forget that, my friend. No, no, I could 

have brought her to that long ago. 

Faulk. Nlay thcnj you trifle too long*— if you are 
fure of hery propofc to the aunt in your O'ufrt charac" 
ter^ and write to Sir Anthony for his confent. 

Abf. Softly, foftl'y, for though !■ am convinced 
siyHttle Lydia would elope with meayEnfign Be- 
verley, yet am I by no means certain that (he would 
take me with the impediment of our friend's confent, 
a regular humdrum wedding, and the rtverlion of a 
good fortune on my iide ; no, noj I muft prepare 
her gradually for the difcoveiy, and make myfelf 

neceffary to her, before I rif^ it. Well, but 

Faulkland, you'll dine with us to-day at the H«»- - 
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Fatflk, Indeed 1 canndt : I am not in fpirits to be 
of fucli a party. , 

Abf, By Heavens ! I (hall forfwear your company. 
You are the mod teafiiig, captions^ incorrigible 
lover ! — Do, love like a man. 

FnuIL I own I amunBt for company. 

j^tf. Am not / a lover ;. aye, and a romantic 
one too ? Yet do I carry every where with me fuch 
a confounded farrago of donl)ts, fears, hopes, wiHies,. 
^d all the flimfy furniture of a country Mlfs'd 
brain ! 

Faulk Ah ! Jack, your heart and foul are not,, 
like mine, fixed immutably on one only objc^. ■ 
Y'ou throw for a large flake, but doling — you cx)uid' 
Itakc, and throw again : — but I have fet my fum of 
happinefs on this caft, and not to fucceed, were to 
be ftript of all. 

^If. But for Heaven*s fake ! what grounds for- 
apprehenfion can your whimfical brain conjure up at 
prefent ? 

FatiU^, What grounds for apprehenfion did you. 
fay ? Heavens ! are there not a thoufand ! I fear 
for her fpirits— her health — her life-*-My abfence 
n>ay fret her; lier ajixjety for my return, her fears 
for me, may opprefs her gentle temper. And for 
her health— does iK)t every hour bring me caufe to be 
alarmed ? If it rains, fome Ihower may even then have 
chilled her delicate frame! — If the wind be keen,. 
/ fome rude blaft may have affeded her ! The heat of 
soon, the dews of the evening, may endanger the life- 

t' ber, for whom onl;^ 1 valwe mltv^. O I Jack, 
m delicate and feeling {o\As?a:t^e^^^v^^i \>cv«t.\^ 
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not a feature in the fky, not a movement of the ele- 
ments; not an afplration of the breeze, but hiat*^ 
fbme caufe for a lover's apprehenfion ! 

^bf» iVye, but we may chufe whether we will take 

the hint or not.^ So then, Faulkland, if you were 

convinced that Julia were well and in fpirits, you 
would be entirely content. 

Faulk, I fhould be happy beyond meafure — I am 
anxious only for that. 

jibf. Then to cure your anxiety at once — Mifs 
Melville is in perfed health, and is at this moment 
in Bath. 

fmuli. Nay, Jack— -don't trifle with me. 

j^lf. She is arrived here with my father within this 
hour. 

Fault. Can you be ferious? 

Mf, I thought you knew Sir. Anthony better 
than to be furprifed at a fudden whim of this kind. — 
Scrioufly then, it is as I tell you— upon my ho- 
nour. 

Faulk. My dear friend l-^ — ^Hollo, Du Peigrt^! 
my hat— i-my dear Jack— now nothing on earth can • 
gist me a moment's unc^fmefs. 

Etiier Fag. 

Fag, Sir, Mr. Acres^ juil arrived, is below, - 

jibf. Slay, Faulkland, this Acres lives within a 

, mile of Sir Anthony, and he (hall tell you how your 

miftrefs has been ever fmcc you left her. — Fag, fhew 

the gentleman up. {^Exlt Fag. 

Faulk, What, is he much acquainted ia tJJM^^^ 
inily j* ^^^^^ 
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Mf. O very intimate : I infift on your not going; 
befidcs, his charader will divert you. 

Faulh, Well, I fhould like to afli him a few qucf- 
tions. 

AhJ, He is likewife a rival of mine — that Is of 
my other felfsy for he does not think his friend 
Captain Abfolute ever faw the lady in queftion ;-^ 
and it is ridiculous enough to hear him complain 
to me of one Beverley^ a concealed fQulking rivikl, 
who » 

FaM* Hufli! — He'shercw 

Enter Acres., 9 

Acres, Hah ! my dear friend, noble captainf and" 
honell Jack, how do'ft thou ? juft arrived faith, as 
you fee. — Sir, your humble fervant. Warm work 
on the roads. Jack — Odds whips and wheels ! I've 
travelled like a Comet, with a tail of duft all the way 
as long as the Mall; 

Ahf;, Ah ! Bob» you are indeed an excentric Pla- 
net, but we know your attraftion hither — give mc 
leave to introduce Mr. Faulkland to you ; Mr. Faulk- 
land, Mr. Acres. 

Acres, Sir, I am moft heartily glad to fee you : 
Sir, I folicit your connedions. — Hey Jack, what 
this is Mr. Faulkland, who--— 

Ahf, Aye, Bob, Mifs MelviUe's^ Mr. Faulk- 
land, 

Acres, Od'fo ! (he and your father can be but 
juft arrived before me — I fuppofe you have feen 
htm, — Ah \ Mfc Faulkland,. '^ovx ai^ iud^ed a hap* 
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^ Faulk. 1 have not feen Mifs' Melville yet, Sir— I 
hope (he enjoyed full health and fpirlts in Devon- 
fhire. 

Acres. Never knew her better in my life, Sir— 
ijever better. — Odd's Blufhes and Blooms f (he haa 
been as healthy as the German Spa. 

Faulk, Indeed ! — I did hear thaj fhe had been a 
little indifpofed. 

Acres. Falfe, falfe, Sir— only faid to vex you : 
quite the reverfc I aflure you. 

Faulk. There, Jack,, you fee fhe has. the advan- 
tage of me ; I had almoft fretted myfclf 111. 

AbJ. Now are you angry with your miftrefs for 
not having been fick. 

Faulk. Nb, no, you mifunderfland me : — ^yet fure- 
ly a little trifling indifpoGtion is not an unnatural con- 
fequence of abfence from thofc we love. — Now con- 
fcfs — isn't thd'e fomething unkind in this violent, ro- 
buft, unfeeling health ? 

Abf. O, it was very unkind of her to be well Tq 
your abfence, to be fure ! 

Acres. Good apartments. Jack. 

Faulk. Well Sir, but you was faying that Mifs 
Melville has been fo exceedingly well — ^what then, fhe 
has been merry and gay I fupppfe? — Always in fpi- 
rits — hey? 

Acres. Merry, Odds Crickets ! fhe has been the 
bell and fplrit of the company wherever fhe has been 
-— fo lively and entertaining ! fo full of wit and hu- 
mour! 

Fauli^ There, Jack, there. — O, by my . foul \ 
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there is an innate levity in wonian, that nothing can 
overcome. — ^What ! happy and I away ! 

Ahf, Have done : — ^how foolifh this Is ! juft now 
you were only apprehenfivc for your miftrefs's jj^- 
riU. 

Faulk. Why Jack, have I "been the joy and fjirit 
of the company ? 

Mf. No indeed, you have not, 

Faulk. Have I been lively and entertaining? 

j^hf. O upon my word, I acquit you. 

Faulk. Have I been full of wit and humour ?" 

•ylhf. No, faith, to do you Juftice, you have been? 
confcunde<31y ftupid indeed. 

Acres. What's the matter with the gentleman? * 

Ahf. He is only exprefiing his great fatisfaAion at 
heading that Julia has been fo well and happy — ^that's 
all — hey, Faulkland ? ^ 

Faulk. Oh ! I am rejoiced to hear it — ^yes, ye8>. 
Ihe has a happy difpofition ! 

Acres. Tliat fhe has indeed — then fhe is fo ffccom- 
plifhed — fo fweet a voice — To expert at her harp- 
fichord — fuch a mUlrefs of flat and fharp, fquall- 
ante, rumblante, and quiverante I^Tiere was this 
time month — Odds Minnums and Crotchets \ how 
ihe did chirup at Mrs. Piano's Concert. 

Faulk. There again, what fay you to this ? you 
fee file has been all mirth and fong — »not a thought of 
me. 

Ahf. Tho, man, is not mufic the food of love? 

Faulk. Well, well, it may be fo — Pray Mr. 

what's his d— d namc\-^D<) ^^ou xt,iRR.mb€r what 
foDgs Mifs Melville fung i 
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j^cres. Not I indeed. 

j^lf. Stay now, tliey were fome pretty, mckn* 
choly, purling i^ream airs, I warrant j perhaps you 
may recoiled ; — did fhc fing — * IVhfn abfentfrom my 
JouVs delight r 

Acres. No, tliat wa'n't it. 

Ahf. Or, < Goy gentle GalesP ^ Gof geutk 

Calesr (fing6.) 

Acres. O no! nothing like it.-^Odds ! now I rer 
colleft one of them-^* My hearths my own^ my will 
is free,* (fings^) 

Faulk. Fool I fool that I am ! to fix all my hap- 
pinefa on fnch a trifler ! SMcath ! to make herfclf 
the pipe and ballad-monger of a circle ! to footh her 
light heart with catches and glees ! — What can yott 
fay to this, Sir? . 

Abf. Why, that I fhould be glad to hear jny mif-- 
tiiefs had been fo merry. Sir, 

Fauli. Nay, nay, nay — I am uot forry that fhe 
bas been happy — ao, no, I am ^d of that — I would 
not have had her fad or fick— yet furely a fympa- 
thetic heart would have fhewn itfelf even In the choice 
lof a fong — ftie might have been temperately healthy, 
and foraehow, plaintively gay j— rbut (he has been 
^lancing too, I doubt not ! ' 

Adres.^ What docs the gentleman fay about danf- 

Ahf, He fays the lady we fpeak of dances as well 
^s fhe fings. 

Acres. Aye truly, does (he-r— there was at our^laft 
j»ce ball * • 

Iau//f. HeliandthedeViW T:\it\t\ \\\^x^— \\.^ 
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u fo ! I told you fo ! Oh ! flie tfiHvcs in my ab- 

flcc ! — Dancing ! — but her whole feelings have 

:en in oppofition with mine ?— 1 have been anxious^ 

.lent, penfive, fcdentary — my days have been hours 

i£ care, my nights of watchful nefs. She has been 

all Health ! Spirit ! Laugh ! Song I Dance ! 

Oh ! d— n'd, d— nM levity ! 

j^/ff, For Heaven's fake ! Faulkland, .don't ex«» 

pofe yourfelf fo. Suppofe flie has danc«d, what 

then ? does not the ceremony of fociety often 

oblige—. 

Faulk^ Well, well, I'll contain myfelf— perhaps 

as you fay — ^for form fake What, Mr. Acres, 

you were praifing Mifs Melville's manner of dancing 
a minuet — ^hey ? 

Acres, O, I dare infure her for that— but what I 

was going to fpeak of was her country dancing : 

Odds fwimmings ! fhe has fuch an air with her ! — »• 

Faulk, Now difappointment on her ! — defend this, 
Abfolute, why don't you defend this ? Country- 
dances ! jiggs, and reels I am I to blame now? A 
Minuet I could have forgfven — 1 fhpuld not have 
minded that — I fay I fhould not have regarded a Mi- 
nuet — ^but Cmtntry^dances I Z ds ! had fhe made 

one In a Cotillion — I believe I eould have forgiven 
rven that — but to be monkey-led for a night ! — to 
run the gauntlet thro' a firing of amorous palming 

puppies F — to (hew paces like a managed filly ! O 

Jack, there never can be but one man in the world, 

whom a truly modefl and delicate woman ought tc 

peir with iQ a Counirydanct ; wcv^ tNww xVvci^ tih« 
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*eft of the couples (hould be her great uncles and 
aunts 1 

j^B/l AyCr to be-fure ! — grand-fathers and grand- 
mothers 1 

Fatili. If there be but one vicious mind in the Set, 
'iwill fpread like a contagion — the adion of their 
pulfe beats to the lafcivi^s movement of.the jigg — 
their quivering, warm breath'd fighs impregnate ,th^ 
very air — the atmofphere becomes elcAiical to love> 
and each amorous fpark darts thro' every link of the 
chain ! — I muft leave you — I own I am fbmewhat 
flurried — and that confounded booby has perceived it. 

Jihf. Nay, but flay Faulkland, and thank Mr. 
Acres for his good news. 

Faulh. D — n his news ! \^Exit Faulkland. 

Ahf. Ha ! ha ! ha ! poor Faulkland five mioutea 
fincc — ** nothing on earth could give him a moment's 
uneafmefs 1 " 

-Acres. The gentleman wa'nt angry at my praifing 
his miilrefs, was he \ 

Ahf, A little jealous, I believe, Bob. 

Acres. You don't fay fo \ Ha ! ha ! jealous^of mc 
—that's a good joke. 

Aip There's nothing , ftrange in that, Bob ; ht 
me tell you, tliat fprightly grace and infinuating 
manner of your's will do £ome mifchief among the 
girls here. 

Acres. Ah ! you joke — ^ha ! ha 1 mifchief ! ha ! 
lia ! but you know I am not my own property, my 

dear Lydia has foreftalled me. Slv^ co>ild v^stisx 

dhide mc io the country, becaule \ \xlLti Xa ^\^:S^ 
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badlj— but odds frogs and tambours ! I ihan*t take 
matters fo here— now ancient Madam has no voice 
in it — Pll make my old clothes know who's mafter — 
I (hall ftraitway cafliier the hunting-frock — and ren- 
der my leather breeches incapable— My hair has been 
in training for fome time. 

j4B/. Indeed ! 

j^cres. Aye — and tho*ff the fide-curls are a little 
reftive, my hind-part takes to it very ki«dly. 

^^/' 0> you'll polifli, I doubt not. 

Aires* Abfolutely I propofe fo— then if I can find 
out this Enfign Beverley, odds triggers and Hints I 111 
make him know the difference o't. 

Abf, Spokt like a man— but pray, Bob, 1 obferve 
you have got an odd kind of a new method of fwear* 
4ng 

Acres, Ha! hal you've taken notice of it — ^*tl8 
genteel, isn't f/? — I didn't fnventit myfelf though ; 
but a commander in our militia — a great fcholar, I 
affure you — fays that there is no meaning in the com- 
mon oaths, and that nothing but their antiquity 
makes them refpe'dlable ; — ^becaufe, he fays, the an- 
tnents would never ftiokto an oath or two, but would 
fay. By Jove ! or by Bacchus ! or by Mars ! or by 
Venus ! or by Pallas 1 according to the fentiroent — 
fo that to fwear with propriety, fays ror^ little Major, 
the * oath fhould be an echo to the fenfe ;' and this 

we call the oath referential or fentimental /'wearing 

ha ! ha ! ha ! 'tis genteel, isn't it ? 

Abf, Very genteel, and very hew indeed — and I 
dare fay will fupplatvl att <A\\« ^^>»^ ^ vtnijwoa- 
tion. 
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Acres. Aye, aye, the bcft terms witt- grow obfo* 
letc Damns iiave had their day. 

Efittr Fag; 

^ag. Sir, there is a genticman Below, de fires to 
lee you-— fhall I ihew himahto the parlour ? 

Ahf. Aye — ^you may. 

Acrei. Well, I muft be gone 

Ahf. Stay ; who Is it. Fag ? 

Fc^g, Your father. Sir. 

Abf, You puppy, why didn't you fhew him up^ 
.4lire<aiy? [-ExiV Fag. 

Acres* You have bufinels with Sir Anthony.^ 

lexpefta meflage from Mrs. Malaprop at my lodg- 
ings — 1 have fent alfo to my dear friend Sir JLucius 
0*Trigger.-— Adieu, Jack, we muft meet at 
-night, when you fhall give me a dozen bumpers lo 
little Lydia* 

Ahf, That I will with all my heart, \^Exit Acres. 

Now for a parental lefture — I hope he has heard 
aothing of the bufinefs that has brought me here.— 
I wi(h the gout had held him fail ia Devonfhire^ 
with all my foul ! 

i'n/tfr'SiR Anthony. 

Sir, I am delighted to fee you here ; and looking 
ib well i— -*your fudden arrival at Bath rihade me ap« 
prehenfive for your health. 

Sir AntL Very apprehenfive, I dare Jay, Jack.-^ 
What, you are recruitingihere, hey ? 

>i^ Y^ts, Sir, I am on 4uXj% . ^ 
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Sir AuiL' Well, Jack, I am glad to fee you, tho* ' 
I did not expedl it, for I was going to write to you 
on a little matter of buiinefs. — Jack, I have been 
confidering that I grow oldaod inhrm, and fhall pro- 
bably not trouble you long. 

Alf, Pardon, me, Sir, I never faw you look more 
flrong and ' hearty ; and I pray frequently that yon 
may continue fo. 

Sir Anth. I "hope your prayers may be heard with 
all my heart. Well then. Jack, I have been confi- 
dering that 1 am fo ilrong- and hearty, I may conti- 
nue to plague you a long time. — ^Now, Jack, 1 am, 
fenfible that the income of your commiflion, and what 
I have hitherto allowed you, is but a faiall pittance 
for a lad of your fpirit.. 

AdJ^ Sir, you are very good. 

Sir Anth, And it is my wi(h, while yet I live, to < 
have my Boy make fome figure in the world.; — 1 have 
refolved, therefore, to fix you at once in a noble in- 
dependence.- 

Abf, Sir, .your kindnefs overpowers me— fuch ge- - 
nerofity makes the gratitude of reafon more lively 
than the fenfations even of filial affediion. 

Sir AntL I am glad you are fo fenfible of my at- 
tention — and you (hall be mailer of a large eftate in a 
few weeks. 

Ahf* Let my future life^ Sir, fpeak my gratitude : 
I cannot exprefs the fenfe I have of your munificence. 

Ytt,- Sir, I prefume you would not wifli me to • 
quit the army ? 
Sir Anth, O, that (hull bt w ^our wife choofes. 
^hf. My wife, SpV 
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Sirjinth. Aye, aye, fettle that between you — fct' 
tic that between you ? 

Mf* A lulfsf Sir, did you fay ? 

Siir Anth, Aye, a wife — why ; did not I. mention 
her before ? 

Ahf. Not' a word of her». Sir.. 

^irAntJu Odd fo 1 — I muftn't forget. i6^r tha' — 
Yes, J9ck,. the independence I was talking of is by 
a niartHagc — the fortune is faddled with a wife — but ■ 
I fuppofe that makes no diifereoce* . 

Ahf, Sir ! Sir ! — you amaz^ me I 

Sir Antb* Why, what the devil's the mattor 
with the fool ? Jufl now you were all gratitude and 
duty. 

Alf' I was, Sir — ^you talked to me of indepea* 
deoce and a.ifc>rtui)e, 'but. not a^wordof a-wiie^. 

Sir Anth. Why — what difference does that make? 
Odd's life. Sir ! if you have the eftate, you muft 
take it with the live ftock on it, as it ilands. 

Ahf. If my happinefs is to be the price, 1 muft ^ 
b.eg leave tp dpcline the purchafe.— — Pjray, Sir, 
who is the lady \ 

Sir Antb. What's^ that to you. Sir? Gome,. 

give me your promife to love,. a;id to marry her di- 
reaiy. 

Abf, Sure, . Sir, this . ia not very rcafonable, to 
fummon my affedions for a lady I. know nothing 
of! 

Sir Anth, I am fure, Sir, 'tis more unreafonabje 
in. you to ohjeS to a lady you know nothing of. 

Abf*- Then, Sir,. I. muft tell you.plai\\\Vj> v\iaXxi«| 
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inclinatioas^re fix'd on.another— my hfeart is engag- 
ed to an Angel. 

Sir Anth, Then pray let it fend an excufe. 

It is very forry — but bujinefs prevents ita waitipg on 
her. 

Mf. But nvy vows are pledged to her. 

Sir Anth. Let her foreclofe, Jack ; let her fore- 
clofe ; they arc not worth redeeming ; befides, you 
have the Angel's vows in exchange, I fuppofe; fo 
there can ht no lofs there 

Jihf. You muft excufe me, Sir, if I tell you, once 
for all, that in this point I cannot obey yt>u. 

Sir AniL Hark'ce Jack ; — I have heard you for 
fbme. time with patience — IJiavc been cool— -quite 
cool ;— but take care— you know I am compliance 
jtfelf — when I am not thwarted 5 — no one more eafi- 
ly kd — when I have my own way ;— but don't put 
me in a phrenzy. 

Abf. Sir, I muft repeat it^— in tUtl cinnot obey 
you. . 

Sir AntL Now, d — ^r me ! if ever I cell you J^act 
again while I live ! 

Abf. Nay, Sir, but hear me. 

Sir Anth. Sir, I wont hear a word— not a word ! 
not one word ! fo give me your promife by a nod — 
and ril tell you what. Jack — I mcan^ you Dog — ^if- 
you don't by • 

Abf What, Sir, promife to link myfelf to fome 
mafs pf uglinefs ! to 

Sir Anih. Z ■ ds ! iirrah ! the lady (hall be as - 
ugly as I. choofe : (he (hall have a hump on each 
Iboulder;^^c. (hall be aa ctoo\5A^ ^a <)afc C.\^\.«.\i\.\. 
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her one eye fhall roll like the Bull's in Cox's Mii&um 
— fhe (hall haye a fkin like a mummjr, and the beard 
of a Jew — fhe (hall be all this, firrah ! — yet Til make 
you ogle her all day, and fit up all night to write 
fonnets on her beauty. 

j^Bf. This is reafon and moderation indeed ! 

Sir jinih. None of your fneering, puppy ! no grin- 
ning, jaekanapes 1 

Mf. Indeed, Sir, I never was in a worfe humouv . 
for mirth in my life. 

Sir Ahth. 'Tis falfe. Sir, I know you are laugh- 
ing in yourileevc : I know you'll grin when I am 
gcHie,, firrah ! 

Ahf, Sifj I hope I know my duty bettCTi. 

Sir Anth* None of your paflion, Sir! none of 

your violence, if you pleafe. It won't do with 

me, 1 promife you. 

Ahf. Indeed,. Sir, 1 never was cooler in my life* 

Sir AiUh, 'Tis a confounded lie !— .1 know you- 
are in a paffion in your heart ; I know you are, you 
hypocritical young dog ! but it won't do. 

Ahf. Nay, Sir, upon my word. 

Sir Anth. So you will fly out ! can't you be cool, 
like me ? What the devil good can. Pajfion do l-^Paf- 
Jiwi IS of no fervice, you. impudent, infolcnt, over- 
bearing. Reprobate ! — There you fneer again — don't 
provoke me ! — but you rely upon the mildnefs of my 
temper — you do, you Dog ! you play upon the 
meekne(s of my di%ofition ! Yet take care — the pa- 
tience of a faint may be overcome at laft ! — but mark ! 
1 give you fix hours and a half to couWw: q^\!ws»\ 
if you then agree, without any. cotv^\o^v^^ ^if'^-i 
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every thiug on earth that I choofe, wiry— <;onfouri4 

you ! I may in time forgive you If not, z — ds I 

don't enter the fame hemifphere with me ! don't 
dare to breathe the fame air, or ufe the fame light 
with me ; but get an atmofphere and a fun of your 
owrf! I'll ftripyouof your commiffion ; I'll lodge a 
five-and-threepence in the hands of truftees, and you 
/hall live on tl\e intereft. — I'll difown you, I'll difin- 
herk you, I'll unget you.! and d — n me 1 if ever I 
call you Jack again I [_£xh Sir Anthony* . 

Absolute, folux. 
jihf. Mild, gentle, confiderate father I kifs 
your hands.— What a tender method of giving hfs 
opinion in thefc matters Sir Anthony has I . I dare 

not truft him with the truth. 1 wonder what oU^ 

wealthy Hag it is that he wants to beftow on me ! — 
yet he married himfelf for love ! and was in his youth 
a bold Intriguer, and a gay Companion ! 

Ehten Fag. 

Fag. AfTuredly, Sir, our Father is wrath to a<Ie» 
gree ; hie comes down ftairs eight or ten fteps at a 
time — muttering, growling, and thumping-thc ban- 
nifters all the way : I, and the . Cook's dog, ftand ^ 
bowing at the door — rap I he gives me a ftroke on 
the head with his cane ; bide me carry that to my 
mailer, then kicking the poor Turnfpit into the 
area, d — ns us all, for a puppy triumvirate! — Upon 
my credit, Sir, were I in your place, and found my 
father fuch very bad comp^Ltv^, l.ftuBM\A..c-^rtaialy. 
^>idrop bisi acquaintance. ~ ^ 
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Ahf. Ccafe yoirr impertinence. Sir, at prefenu — 
Did you come in for nothing . more ? rStand out 

• of the way i [_Pu/hes h'lm qfide^ and E,xUm 

« 

Fag, folus. 
Fag, Soh ! Sir Anthony trims my Mafter ; He is 
afraid to reply to - his 'Father — then vents his fpleen 
on poor Fag ! " When one is vexed by one perfdn, 
to revenge one's felf on another, who happens to 
^-come in the way— ^is the vileft iiijullice : Ah ! it 
ihcws the worft temper — the bafeft 

Enter Err AND Boy. 

^B^y, Mr. Fag ! Mr. Fag ! your mafter calls 
yon. 

Fag, Well ! you ' little, • dirty J)«ppy> you need 

not haul fo ! — ^The meaneft difpofition 1 the 

Boy, Quick, quick, Mr. Fag. i 
Fag. Quick I quick ! you impudent Jackanapes ! 
am I to be commanded by you too ? you little, im- 
pertinent, iniolent, kitchen-breed — '■ 

[^Exiiy kicking ami heating him. 



SCENE IT, 

The Norih Parade, 
Enter Luc v. 

Lucy, So— I fhallhave another rival to add to my 
miitrefa's M — Captain Abfotute. ■ W Q>N^Nt.T^ \ 
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ihall not enter his caxne till xr.v purfe has n 
notice ia fonn. * iPbor Acres is cirsIfTtd ! — \ 
have done htm a laft friendly oince, in letti: 
know that Beverley was here before him.- 
Lucius is generally more pun^lual, when he < 
to hear from his dear DaHay as he caHs her i^ 
i >^ dcr he's not here ! — I have a Httle Scruple of 

<<nce finom this deceit ; tho' I (hould net be 
welly if my hero knew that Defia was near fifi 
her own milb-efs. 

Enter SiK Lucius O'Trigger. 

Sir Lmc, Hah ! my little embafladrefs — uj 
confcience I have been looking for you ; 1 ha 
on the South Parade this half-hour. 

Lucy, (Speaking Jimply) O gemini ! and 
been waging for your worfhip here on the No: 

Sir Luc, Faith ! — ^may be, that was the re; 
did not meet ; and it is very comical too, h 
could go out and I not fee you — for I w 
taking a nap at the Paradc-Coffee-houfe, 
chofe the window on purpofe jthat I might i 
you. 

Lucy, My ftars! Now I*d wager a fix-; 
went by while you were afleep. 

Sir Luc» Sure enough it mud have been i 
I never dreamt it was fo Jate, till I waked, 
but my little girl, have you got nothing for i 

Lucy, Yes, but I have— —I've got a letter 
in my pocket. 

Sir Luc, faith I 1 ga^fi^d ^ou 'w^t^xv' 



f 
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* anptyrhanded— well — ^let me fee what the dear crea- 
ture fays. 

-tary. There, Sir Lucius. [_Ghes him a letter, 

Sir Luc. (Reads) " Sir — there is often afudden sti' 
€enti*De imfulfe in love, that has a grt^iier tncluditm 
than, years of doniejlic combination : fuch was the 

* commotion I felt at thsjirjl fuperjluous view of Sir 

* Lucius O'Trigger" Very pretty, upon my word. 

* Female funffuation forbids me tofay.more ; yet let me 
** addy that it will give rPie joy it fallible to find Sir 
** Lucius worthy the lajl criterion of wy affeSions. 

« Delia." 

- XJpon my confcience ! Lucy, your lady is a great 
miftrtfs of language. — Faith, ftie's quite the queen 
of the dictionary !-^for the dcTul a word dare refufe 

- coming at .her call — though one would think it was 
• quite out of hearing. 

Lucy, Aye, Sir,, a lady of her experience. 

Sir Luc, Experience ! what, at feventeen ? 

Lucy, O true. Sir — but then ihc reads fo — my 
r ftars ! how (he will read off hand ! 

Sir Luc, Faith, fhe muft be very deep read te 

write this way — though fhe is rather an arbitrary 

writer too — for here are a great many poor words 

prefled into the fervicc of this note, that would get 

. their habeas corpus from any court in Chriftendom. 

Lucy, Ah ! Sir Lucius, if you were to hear how 
flie talks of you ! 

Sir Luc, O tell her, I'll make her the beft huf- 
band in the \\orld, and Lady O'Trigger into the 
bargain ! — But we muft get the old gentlewoman'* 
coiifciit— afld do every thing fairly. 
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Lucy. Nay, Sir Lucius, I thought you wa'nk 
rich enough to be fo nice ! 

Sir Luc. Upon my word, young woman, you 
have hit it : — 1 am fo poor that I can't afford to do 

a dirty action. If I did not want ^money I'd fteal 

your miftrcfs and her fortune with a great deal of pka- 

fure* However, my pretty girl, (gives hermo- 

ney) here's a little fomething to buy you a ribband ; 
and meet me in the evening, and I'll give you an 
anfwer to this. So, huffy, take a kifs before-hand, 
to put you in mind. LKtffes her. 

Lacy. O Lud ! Sir Lucius — I never feed fuch a 
gemman ! My lady won't like you if you're fo im» 
pudent. 

Sir Luc. Faith (he will, Luc y ■ ■ that fame- 

phb ! what's the name of it l^^ModeJly / — is a qilt- 
lity in a Ipver more praifed by Uie women than 
liked; fo, if your miftrefs alks you whether Sir 

Lucius ever gave you a kifs, tell her fifty my 

dear. 

Lucy. What, would you have me tell her a lie? 

Sir Luc. Ah then, you baggage 1 I'll make it a 
truth prefently« 

Lucy^ For (hame now ; hyc is feme one coming. 

Sir Luc. O faith, I'll quiet your confcience ! 

[^Sees Fag. — Exlt^ humming a tune^ 

Enter Fag. 

Fag' So, fo, Ma'am. I humbly beg pardon. 
Lucy. O Lud I — now, Mr. Fag — ^you flurry onC 
fo. 
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Fag» Come, come, Lucy, here's no one bye — 
fo a little lefs fimplicity, with a grain or two more 

fincenty, if you pleafe You play falfe with us. 

Madam. 1 faw you give the Baronet a letter. — 

My Matter (hall know this — and if he don't call him 
out — I will. 

Lucy. Ha ! ha I ha ! you gentlemen's gentlemen 

ire fo hafty. That letter was from Mrs. Mala- 

jprop, fimpleton. She is taken with Sir Lucius's 

addrefs. 

Fag. Ho^ ! what taftes fome people have ! 
Why, I fuppofe I have walked by her window an 
hundred times. But what fays our young lady ? 
Any meflage to my matter ? 

Lucy. Sad news! Mr. Fag.-— A worfe Rival than 
Acres! Sir Anthony Abfolute has propofed hi« 
&n. 

Fag. What, Captain Abfolute ? 

Lucy. Even fo.-^I overheard it all. 

Fag, Ha ! ha ! ha ! — very good faith — ^goodbye, 
Lucy, I mutt away with this news. 

Lucy. Well — you may laugh — but it is true, I 
afture you. [^Going. 

But-^Mr. F&g — ^tell your matter not to be catt down 
by this. 

Fag. <d, he'll be fo difconfolate ! 

Lucy. And charge him not to think of quarrel* 
ling with young Abfolute. 

Fag, Never fear ! — never fear ! 

Lucy. Be fure — ^bid him keep up his fpirits. 

Fag. We will— we will. t^Exeimt Je^ucrcdlg^ 

L 



341 THE RIVALS. Agi III. 

i 

uicr HI. SCENE I. 



The North Parade. 



Enter Absolute. 



Absolute. 

'Tis juft as Fag told me, indeed. Whimficri 

enough, faith ! My Father wants to force mc to 
marry the very girl I am plotting to run away with ! 
— He muft not know of my connexion with her yet 
a-while. He has too fummary a method of pro- 
ceeding in thefe matters. However, I'll read my 

recantation inftantly. — ■ — My c'bnverfion is fomething 
fudden, indeed — ^but I can affure him it is very Jiu' 

cere. So, fo — here he comes. — -He looks plaguy 

gruff. ISiep afide. 

Enter Sir Anthon-y. 

Sir Anih. No — I'll die fooner than forgive hinj. 
— Dky did I fay ? I'll live thefe. fifty years to plague 

him. At our laft meeting, his impudence had 

almofl put me out of temper. An obftinate, paf- 

fionate, felf-will'd boy ! — Who can he take after ? 
This is my return for getting him before all his bro- 
thers and fillers ! — for putting him, at twelve years 
old, into a nittiching regiment, and allowing him 
fifty pounds a-ycar, befide his pay ever fince I — Bi^t 
I hdvc done with him •, — ^he's avi^ XiQ^Y^^'^iVL for me. 
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1 never will fee him more— never— never — never 

— never. 

Ahf* Now for a penitential face. 

Sir Anth. Fellow, get out of my way. 

AhJ. Sir, you fee a penitent before you. 

Sir Anth. I fee an impudent fcoundrel before 
me. 

Abf. A fincere penitent. 1 am come, Sir, to 

acknowledge my «rror, and to fubmit entirely to 
your wilL 

Sir Antb. What's that ? 

Ahf, I have been revolving, and refleAing, and 
confidering on your pall goodnefs, and kindnefs* 
and condefcenfion to me. 

Sir Anth. Well, Sir > 

Ahf. I have' been like wife weighing and balancing 
what you were pleafed to mention concerning duty, 
and obedience, and authority. 

Sir Anth. Well, Puppy ? 

Ahf. Why then, Sir, the refult of my refle£tions 
is — a refolution to facrifice every inclination of my 
own, to your fatisfadion. 

Sir Anth. Why now, you talk fenfe — abfolute 
ienfe— •! never heard any thing more fenfible in 
my life. ■ C onfound you; you fhall be Jack 
again. 

AhJ. I am happy in the appellation. 

^/> Anth. Why, then. Jack, my dear Jack, I 
will now infoim you— who the lady really i8i> ■ ■ ■ 

Nothing but your paffion and violence, you filly fel- 
low, prevented my telling you ?lI ivA. ^x^^*^^^ 
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Jack, for wonder and rapture — ^prepare.— -What 
think you of Mlfs Lydia L.angul{h ? 

jihf. Langulfh ? What, the Languifhes of Wor- 
ceilcrfhire ? 

Sir Jnth. Worccfterlhire ! No. Did you never 
meet Mrs. Malaprop and her Niece, Mifs Languifh, 
who came into our court try juft' before you were laft 
ordc^rcd to your regiment. 

jllf. Malaprop ! Languifli ! I don*t remember 
ever to have heard the names beTore. Yet, ftay 

— I think I do rccoUecl fomething. Latigul/hl 

Langmjh ! She fquints, don't (he ? A little red- 
haired girl ? 

Sir Anth. Squints ? — -^A fed-haired girf !— — 
Z ds ! no. 

Mf, Then I muft have forgot ; it can't be the 
fameperfon. 

Sir Anth. Jack ! Jack ! what think you of bloom- 
ing, love-breathing fevenleen. 

Ahf. As to that. Sir, I am quite indifferent. — If 
I can pleafe you in the matter, 'tis all I deiire. 

Sir Anth. Nay, but Jack, fuch eyes ! fuch eyes ? 
fo innocently wild! fo bafhfully irrefolutc ! Not a 
glance but fpeaks and kindles fome thought of 
love ! Then, Jcick, her cheeks ! her cheeks. Jack ! 
fo deeply 'bluHiin-g at the iiifjnuntions of her telU 
tale eyes ! Then, Jack, her lips ! — O Jack, lips 
fmilli'.'^ at their own^ difcretion ; and if not fmil- 
ing, more fwectly pouting ; mbre lovely in fullen- 
ncfs ! 

Mf. That's (he indccd.^'^Wcll doac, old gentle* 
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SirAmh. Then, Jack, her neck O Jack! 

Jack! 

Abf, And which is to be mine. Sir, the Niece or 
the Aunt ? 

Sir Anih^ Why, you unfeeling, infenfible Puppy, 
I:defpiie you. When I was of your age, fuch a de- 
fcription would have made me fly like a rocket ! 
The Aunt^ indeed 1 — Odds life J when I ran away 
with your mother, I would not have touched auy 
thing old or ugly to gain an empire. 

Ahf. No!^to plcafe your father, Sir ? 

StrAntL To pleafe my father ! Z— ds I not 

to pleafe — : O, my father Oddfo 1 

yes — ^yes ; if my father indeed had dcfired 

that's quite another matter. ~-Tho* he wa'n't 

the indulgent father tliat I am. Jack. 

Ahf, I dare fay not. Sir. 

Sir Anth, But, Jack, you arc not forry to find 
your miftiefs is fo beautiful. 

Abf, Sir, I repeat it ; if I pleafe you In this af- 
&ir, 'tis all I deiire. Not that I think a woman the 
worfe for being handfomc ; but. Sir, if you plcafe to 
rccoUeC^, you before hinted fomething about a hump 
or two, one eye, and a few more graces of that kind 
—now, * without being very nice, I own I fhould ra- 
ther choofe a wife of mine to have the ufual number of 
limbs, and a limited quantity of back : and tho' one 
eye may be very agreeable, yet as the prejudice has 
always run in favour of /wo, I would not wifli to af- 
feft aiingularity in that article. 

Sir AntL What a phlegmatic fot \t l^ I Wl\^, 
iirrabf you're an Anchorite I a nV\^ Vo 
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ftock. You a foldier ! — ^you'ie a walking-block, 

fit only to dull the company's regimentals on ! 
Odds life ! I've a great mind to marry the girl my- 
felf. 

Jhf, I am entirely at your difpofal, Sir ; if you 
fhould think of addrelling Mifs Languifti your- 
fclf, I fuppofe you would have me marry the Aunt ; 
or if you fhould change your mind; and take the 
old lady — *tis the fame to me — I'll marry the 
Niece. 

Sir Anth, Upon my word, Jack, thou^rt either a^ 

very great hypocrite, or but, come, I know 

your indifference on fuch a fubjedl muft be all a lie* — 
I'm furc it muft— come, now — damn your demure 
face ! — come, confefs. Jack — you have been lying — 
lia'n't you ? You have been playing the hypocrite, 
hey ! — I'll never forgive you, if you ha'n't been lying 
and playing the hypocrite. 

Ahf. I'm forry. Sir, that the rcfpe£t and duty 
which I bear to you fhould be fo miftaken. 

Sir Anth* Hang your refpedt and duty ! But, 
come along with me, I'll write a note to Mrs. 
Malaprop, and you (hall vifit the lady difedlly. 

Her eyes (hall be the Promethian torch to you 

come along, I'll never forgive you, if you don't come 
back, ftark mad with rapture and impatience— -if yon 
doa't, egad, I'U marry the girl myfelf i \^Excunt. 
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S^CENE IL 



y 



Julia's Drejffing-room* 
Faulk LANb, folus. 



FauIL They told me Julia would return dircdly*; 
l^wonder (he is not yet come ! — How mean does this 
captious, unfatisficd temper of mine appear to my 
cooler judgment ! Yet I know not that I indulge it 
in any other point : — ^but on t^^^'s one fubjed, and to 
this one fubjc<^,' whom I think' I love beyond my 
life, I am ever uitgeneroufly fretfiH, and madly ci- 
pficious !— I am confcious of it— yet I cannot cor- 
red myfelf ! What tender, honeft joy fparkled in her 
eyes when we met 1— -How delicate was the vrarmth 
of her expreffions ! — 1 was afliamed to appear left 
happy — though I had come refolved to wear a Jace of 
coolnefs and upbraiding. Sir Anthony's prefence 
prevented my propofed expolhilations : yet I muft 
be fatisfied that fhc has not been fo very happy 

in my abfence. She is coming ! — Yes ! 1 

know the nimblenefs of her tread, when flie thinks 
her impatient Faulkland counts the moments of her 
ftfty. 

Enter Julia. 

jtuiia* I had not hop'd to fee you again fo foon, 
J^au/j^, Could I, Julia, be co\\\.(iYv\.t^>K\>^\sxv^W^ 
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welcoTiie — reflrained as we were by the prefenceof a 
third perfott ? 

jfulia. O Faulkland, ' when your kindnefs can 
make me thus h?.ppy, let me not think that I 
^ifcovered fomething of coldnefs in your firft falu- 
tation. 

Faulh, 'Twas but your fancy, Julia."— I was re- 
joiced to fee you — to fee you in fuch health — Sure I 
had no caufe for coldnefs ? 

JuJ'ui, Nay then, 1 fee you have taken fomething 
ill. — You muft not conceal from me what it is. 

FaulL Well then — fhall I own to you that my joy 
at hearing of your health and arrival here, by your 
neighbour Acres, was fomevvhat damped, by his 
•dwelling much 'on the highfpirits you had enjoyed 
in Devonfiure — on your mirth-— your finging— danc- 
iig, and I know not what !— For fuch is my temper, 
J'jila, that 1 fhould regard every mirthful nftonient 
in your abfence as a treafon to conftancy :— The mu- 
tual tear that fteals down the cheek of partiDg lovers 
is a compadl, that no fmile (hall live there till they 
meet again. 

Julia. Muft I never ceafc to tax my Faulkland 
with this teafmg minute caprice ? — Can the idle re- 
ports of a filly boor weigh in your breaii againfl my 
tried affe£^ion ? 

Faulk. They have no weight with me, Julia : no, 
no — I am happy if you have been fo — yet only fay, 
that you did not fmg with mirth — fay that you 
ihovght of Faulkland in the dance. 

yulia. I never can be happy in your abfence.— 

If I wear a countenance of cotvtetiX, \\. v^ \.q ^^^ \5o5iV 
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my mind holds no doubt of my Faulkland's truth. — 
If 1 feem'd fad — It were to make malice triumph ; 
and fay, that I had fixed my heart on one, who left 
me to lament his roving, and my own credulity. 
Believe me, Faulkiand, I mean not to upbraid you, 
when I fay, that I have often dreflcd forrow in fmile? , , 
left my friends fhould guef» whofe unkindnefs had 
caufed my tears. 

JTaulL You were ever all goodnefs to me. — O, I 
am a brute, when ] but admit a doubt of your true 
Gonflancy I 

J^uSa* If ever, without fuch caufe from you, as I 
will not fuppofe poflible, you find my afFedions veer- 
ing but a point, may I become a provetbial feoff for 
Idvity, and bafe ingratitude. 

FaulL Ah ! Julia, that laft word is grating to 
me. I would I had no title to your gratitude ! 
Sfearch your heart, Julia ; perhaps what you have mif- 
taken for Love, is but the warm effufion of a too • 
thankful heart ! 

yulia. For what quality muft I love you ? ' 

Faulk. For no quality ! To regard me for any^- 
quality of mind or underftanding, were only to ef- 
teem me. And for perfon-— I have often wifh'd my- 
felf deformed, to be convinced that I owe no obliga<«> 
tion there for any part of your affedion. « 

Julia, Where Nature hasbcftowcd a (hew of nice 
attention in the features of a man, he fhould laugh 
at it, as mifplaced. I have feen men, who in this 
vaia article perhaps might rank above you ; but 
my heart hai never alked my eyes if it vj^x^ ^^ <st^ 

I>5 
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FaulL Now this is not well from jfwi, Jiilia — I dc- 

fpife pfrfon in a man ^Yet Jf you lov*d me as I 

wifh, though I were an ^thiop, you*d think none 
fo fait^. 

Julia, I fee you are detennined to be unkind^^ 
The contra8 which my poor fethcr bound us in- 
gives you more than a lover's privilege. 

Faulk. Again, Julia, you raife ideas that feed and' 

juftify my doubts. 1 would not have been more 

free — ^no — I am proud of my reft-raint. Yet — ^yet 

-—perhaps your high refpeft atone for this folemn 
compaA has fettered your inclinations, which clfe 

bad made a worthier choice. How (hall I be fure,- 

had you remained unbound in thought and promife,. 
that I fhould ftillhave been the objeft of your per- 
fevcring love ? 

jfuUa, Then try me now, — Let- us be free as 
lirangers as to what is pa ft : — my heart will not feel- 
more liberty ! 

Faulh There now ! fo hafty, Julia I fo anxious to* 
be free ! — »If your love for me were fixed and ardent, 
you would not lofe your hold, even tho* I wifh'd 
it! 

JuUay O, you torture me to the heart !— Icannot' 
bear it. 

Faulk, I do not mean to diftrcfs you; — If I lov'i 
you lefs, I fhould never give you an uneafy moment. 
— But hear me. — ^All my fretful doubts arife from- 
this— Women are not ufed to weigh, and feparate 
the motives of their affcftions : the cold diftates of 
prudence, gratitude, or filial duty, may fometimes 
be miflaken for the pleadiugs oi xVt V^^w.* \. 
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would not boaft — yet let me fay, that I have neither 
age, perfon, or charader, to found diflike on ; — my 
fortune, fuch as few ladies could be charged with /»- 
difcretion in the match. — O Julia, when Love receives 
fuch countenance from Prudence^ nice minds will be 
fufpicious of its Birth. 

Julia, I know not whither your iniinuations 
would tend :— But as they feem prefling to infult 
me — I will fpare you the regret of having done fo« 
—I have given you no caufe for this ! 

\Exit in tears, 

Faiilk. In Tears \ ftay Julia ; ftay but for a mo- 
ment. The door is faftened ! — Julia ; — my foul 

— but for one moment : 1 hear her fobbing ! 

'Sdeath ! what a brute am I to ufe her thus ! Yet 
ftay. — Aye — fhe is coming now : — how little refolu. 
tidn there is in woman !— hoW a few foft words can 

turn them ! No, faith l---fhe is not coining either. 

Why, Julia— my love — fay but that ybu forgive 
mfe — come but to tell me that— now, this is being 
too refcntful : ftay ! (hie is coming too — I thought 
(he would — no Jleadinejs in any thing ! her going 
away muft have been a mere trick then — fhe (ha'n't 
fee that I was hurt by it. ■^— I'll affeiSl indifference— 

(hums a tune : then It/lens) No — Z— ds ! (he's 

not coming ! — ^nor'don't intend it, I fuppofe. — ^Thls 
is not Jleadinejs y but ohjlinacy ! Yet 1 deferve it. — 
What, after fo long an abfence, to quarrel with her 
tendernefs! — 'twas barbarous and unmanly ! — I fhould 
bi afhamed to fee her now. — I'll wait till her juft re- 
fentmcnt is ab«(ted— and when I diftrefs her fo a^aw^ 
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may 1 lofe her for ever ! and be linked inftead to 
fome antique virago, whofe gnawing paiHonsy and 
long-hoarded fpleen, (hall make me curfe my folly 
half the day, and all the night ! [^Exit* 



SCENE III. 

Mrs, Malapropos Lodgings. 

Mrs, Malap&op, with a letter in her handy and 
Captain AssaLUTB. 

Mrs, MaL Your being Sir Anthony's fon, Cap- 
tain, would itfelf be a fufficient accommodation ; 
—but from the ingenuity of your appearance, I am 
convinced you deferv^ the charafter here given of 
you. 

jihf. Permit me to fay, Madam, that as I never 
yet have had the pleafure of feeing Mifs Languifti, 
my principal inducement in this affair at prefent, is 
the honour of being allied to Mrs.Malaprop j of whofe 
intellcdual accompliftiments, elegant manners, and 
unaflfeded learning, no tongue is filent. 

Mrs, Mai, Sir, you do me infinite honour ! — I 
beg, Captain, you'll be feated. — (Sit) — Ah! few 
gentlemen, now-a-days, know how to value the inef- 
fedlual qualities in a woman ! few think how a little 
knowledge becomes a gentlewoman ! — Men have no 
fenfe now but for the worthlefs flower of beauty I 
^i/l It is but too true iivdetd, "^^^^m*,— ^^v 1 
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fear our ladies (hould (bare the blamc-*-tbey think our 
admiration of beauty fo great, that knowledge in them 
would be fuperfluous. Thus, like garden-trees,^ 
they feldom (hew fruit, till time has robb'd them 
of the more fpecious blofibm. — Few like Mrs. Ma- 
laprop and the Orange-tree, are rich in both at 
once ! 

Mrs, MaL Sir — you overpower me with good- 
breeding — He is the very Pine-apple of politenefs ! 
You are not ignorant. Captain, that this giddy girl 
has fomehow contrived to fix her affedions on a beg- 
garly, ftrolling, eve's-dropping Enfign, whom none 
of us have fcen, and nobody knows any thing^ 
of. 

jibf, Oy I have heard the ftlly affair before. 
I'm not at all prejudiced againft her on that ac« 
count. 

Mrs. MaL You are very good, and very confider* 
ate, Captain.— I am fure I have done every thing in 
my power fince I exploded the affair ! long ago I 
laid my pofitive conjundions on her,, never to think 
on the fellow again ; — I have fince laid Sir Antho- 
ny's prepofition before htr; — ^but I am forry to fay 
(he feems refolved to decline every particle that I en- 
Join her. 

jibf. It muft be very diftreffing indeed, Ma'am. 

Mrs, Mai, Oh ! it gives me the hydroftatics to. 
fuch a degree ; — I thought (he had perfitted fronv 
eorrcfponding with him ; but behold this very day, I 
have interceded another letter from the fellow ; I be- 
Ueve I have it in my pocket. 

^3/: O the devil ! my laft note. VAT^'^^ 
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Mrs. MdL Aye, here it is. 

Ahf. Aye, my note indeed ! O the little traitrefs,' 
L'Dcy. S^^fde, 

Mrs, Med. There, perhaps you may know the 
writing. ^ [Gives him the letter* 

Ahf, I think I have fcen the handbcforc — ^ycs, I 
certainly mull have feen this hand before:. 

Mrs, MaL Nay, butreadit, Capuin. 

Ahf. (Reads) « My fouVs idol^ my ador*d Ly- 
dm /'* — Very tender indeed \ 

Mrs. MaL Tender! aye and proph&ne too, o'my 
eonfcience ! 

Ahf. " / am excefflvely edarmed at4be intelRgence yow • 
^^ fendme^ the more fo as my new rlvaP'' 

Mrs. Mai. That's jpw,' Sir. 

Ahf, " Has unlverfally the charaSer ofletngan ac"' 

** compVifhed gentleman^ and a man of honour J^ ^ 

Well, that's handfome- enough. 

Mrs. MdL O, the fellow has fotne defign in writ-' 
ing fo^ — 

Ahf That he had, Pll anfwer for him, Ma*am. 

Mrs. MaL But go on. Sir — you'll Tee ^refent-' 
ly. 

Ahf ^^Asfortheold'Ufeather-heatenflye'dragontvho 
•* guards you** — Who can he mean by that ? 

Mrs. MaL Me, Sir — me — ^he means me there—, 
what do you think now ? ■ b ut go on a little fur- - 
ther. 

Ahf Impudent fcoundrel!— " it Jhall go hard hutr 

** / will elude her vigilance ^ as I am told thdt the fame 

^^j^Jjoilous vanity^ *ufbich makes her drefs v( her coarfi 
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** features f and deck her dull chat with hard 'words 
** which Jhe dotCt under/land*' 

Mrs. Mai, There, Sir I an attack upon my 
language ! what do-youthink of that"? — ^an afpcrfion* * 
upon 'my parts of fpeech \ was ever fuch a brute !• 
Sure if I reprehend any thing in thia world, it is the 
ttfe of my oraoukr tongue^ and a* nice derangement* 
of epitaphs ! 

Ahf. He deferves to be hang'd and quartered ! let 
me fee—** fame ridiculous vanity^* 

Mrs. Mai. You need not read it again> Sin 

Ahf. I beg pardon. Ma'am, ^^ does alfo lay her open 
** to the grojefi'dkeptions Jrom Jlattery and pretended 
**" admiration*.' — an impudent coxcomb ! "ya that I 
** have afcheme to fee you Jhortly with the old liar- 
** ridan's confent^ and even to mahe her ago-he" 
** tween itt'Our. interviews***^-^-^W^^evcr fuch aflur* 
ance \ • 

Mrs. Mai: Did yoir ever hear anything like it?— 
he'll elude my "vigilance, will he — ^yes, yes ! ha! ' ha! 
he's very likely to enter thefc doors ! — we'll try wha 
can plot beft ! 

Mf So we will, Ma'am— fo we will. — Ha? ha!- 
ha 1 a conceited puppy, ha ! ha ! ha I — ^Well, but 
Mrs. Malaprop, as the girl feems fo infatuated by 
this fellow, fuppofe you were to wink, at her coiTcf- 
ponding with him for a little time — ^let her even plot 
an elopement with him — then do you connive at her 
efcape — while /, juft in the nick,, will have the fel- 
low laid by the heels, and fairly contrive to carry her 
off in his ftead. 
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Mrs. Mai I am delighted with the fcheme, never 
"was any thing better perpetrated ! 

Mf, But, pray, could not 1 fee the lady for a few 
4dninutes now ? — I (hould like- to try her temper »< 
little. 

Mn. Mai Why,, I don?t know-— -I doubt (he ia. 
iK)t prepared for a vilit of this kind.— There i» 
a decorum in thefe matters. 

jibf. O Lord ! ihe won't mind »«— only tell her. 
Beverley 

Mrs. Mai Sir ! 

jlhf. Gently, good tongue. Z^fi^'^ ^ 

Mrs^ Mai. What did you fay of Bevcrfcy ? 

Abf. O, 1 was going to propofe that you fhould* 
tell her, by way of jeft, that it was Beverley who was? 
below — {he'd come down foft enough then<^-^a ! ha! 
ha! 

Mrs, Mai. 'T would be a trick (he well deferve* ^ 
— befides, you know the fellow tells her hell get my 
confentto fee her — ha i ha !-^Let him if he can, I 
fay again. — Lydia, come down here ! ^CaUmg. . 

—He'll make me a gO'hetween in their interviews t 
—ha ! ha \ ha ! Come down^ I fay, Lydia ! — I ' 
don't wonder at your laughing, ha ! ha ! ha ! his 
impudence is truly ridiculous. 

jihf. 'Tis very ridiculous, upon my foul, Ma'am^. 
ha I ha ! ha ! 

Mrs. Mai The Httk hufiy won't hear.— -Well, 

111 go and tell her at once who it is — (he fliall 

know that Captain Abfolute is come to wait on her. 

— And I'll make her behave as becomes a young; 

woman. 
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Ahf. As you pkafe, Ma'am. 

Mrs. MaU For the prefent) Captains your fervant 
— Ah ! you've not done laughing yet, I fee — eludt 
my vigilance J yes, yes, ha ! ha ! ha ! \^Exit, 

AhJ^ Ha ! ha ! ha ! one would think now that I 
might throw off all difguife at once^and feize my prize 
with fecurity-^but fuch is Lydia's. caprice, that to . 
undeceive were probably to lofc her. — I -U fee whe-. 
thcr Ihe knows- me. 

\JValks afidey and feems engaged in looking at th 
pictures. 

Enter Lydia. 

Lydia^ What a fcene am I now to go thro' ! furely^ 
nothing can be more dreadful than to be obliged to 
lillen to the loathfome addrcffes of a ftranger to one's 
heart.«<^I have heard of girls perfecutcd as 1 arfi, who 
have appealed in behalf of their favoured lover to the 
gcneroftty of his rival : fuppofe I were to try it—- . 
there ftands the hated rival — an oJScer too J-— but O 
how unlike my Beverley !— »! wonder he don't begia 
—truly he fcems a very negligent wooer ! — quite at. 
his eafe, upon my word! Til fpeak firft — Mr. Abr 
folute. 

Abf. Ma'am. [Turns round, 

Lydia. O Heav?na ! Beverley ! 

Alf. Hu(h!— hufli, my life! foftlyl be not fur- 
pifed ! 

Lydia. I am fo aftonifhcd ! and fo terrified ! and 
fo overjoyed !— for Heav'ns fake ! how came you 
here? 

^^ BrkSy — I hare deceived -yowit ^KxtiV 
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informed that my new rival was ta vifit here this 
crening, and contriving to have him kept away, have 
paffed myfclf on her for Capt. Abfolute. 

Lydia. O, charming ! — ^And (he really takes yo* 
for young Abfolute ? 

Abf. O, (he's convinced of it. 

Lydia. Ha i ha! ha! 1 can't forbear laugUng to 
think how her fagacity is- over-reached ! 

Mf, But we trifle with our precious^ moments— 
fuch another opportunity may not occur — ^then let 
me now conjure my kind^ my condefcending angely 
to fix the time when 1 may refcue her from undefcrv- 
ing perfecution, and with a licenfed warmth plead for- 
my reward. 

Lydia. Will you then, Beverley, confent to forfeit 
that portion of my paltry wealth ?— that burden on 
the wings of Idve ? 

Mf, O come to me — rich only thus — in lovelineft 
-^Bring no portion to me but thy love — 'twill be ge- 
nerous in you, Lydia — for well you know, it is the 
only dower your poor Beverley can repay. 

Lydia, How perfuafive are his words! — ^how 
charming will poverty be with him \ 

Ahf. Ah ! my foul, what a life will we then live k 
Love fhall be our idol and fupporti we will worlhip 
him with a monadic ftridnefs ; abjuring ill worldly 
toys, to center every thought and a£lion there. — 
Eroud of calamity, we will enjoy the wreck of 
wealth; while the furrounding gloom of adverfity- 
fiiall make the flame of our pure love (how doubly 
right. — l&y Heav'ns I I would fling all goods of 
ac itoxa me with a pro4\^a\ \«Lti^» Vi vv^s^ ^^ 
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fcene where I might clafp my Lydia to my bofom, 
and fay, the world affords no fmile to me — but 

here [^Embracing her. 

If flic holds out now, the de^'il is In it \ ^JJidi. 

Lydia. Now could. I fly with him to the Anti- 
podes I but my perfecution is not" yet come ta a 
crifis. 

Enter Mrs. Malap^op, llfiening. 

Mrs, MaL I am impatient to know how the llttre 
hnfly deports herfelf. [_j1Jide, 

Ahf, So penfive, Lydia ! — is then your warmth 
abated ? 

Mrs, MaL Warmth, abated ! — fo ! — flic has been 
inapaffion, I fuppofe. 

Lydia, No — nor ever can while I have liTe. 

Mrs. Mai An lU-temper'd little devil ! — She'll 
be in a paffion all her life — wifi (lie ? 

Lydia, Think not the idle threats of my ridiculous 
aunt can ever have any weight with me. 

Mrs, MaL Very dutiful, upon my word 1 

Lydia. Let her choice be Capt. Ahfolute^ but Be- 
Tcrlcy is mine. 

Mrs. Mai. I am aftonifhed at her affurance ! — ^lo 
his face — ^this is to his face ! 

Ahf^ Thus then let me enforce ray fuir. 

^Kneeling, 

Mrs. MaL Aye — ^poor young man — down on 
his knees entreating for pity ! — I can contain no 

longer. Why, thou vixen ! ■ I have overheard 

you. 
j^/^/. O, con/bund her vigilance I \^ 
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Mrs. MaL Capt, Ahfolute — 1 know not how to 
apologize for her (hocking rudenefs. 

Ahf. So— aU'sfaft, I find. ^AJtde. 

I have hopes, Madam, that time will bring the young 
lady 

Mrs. MaL O, there -8 nothing to. be hoped for 
from her ! (he's as headftrong as an aUegory on the 
- banks of Nile. 

Lydia. Nay, Madam, what d6 you charge me 
with now ? 

Mrs. Mai. Why, thou unblufhing rebel — didn't 
you tell this gentleman to his face that you loved 
another better ? — didn't you fay you never would be 
Us? 

Lydla. No, Madam — I did not; 

Mrs. MaL Good Heav'ns ! what affurance ! — 
Lydia, Lydia, you ought to know that lying don't 
Ijccome a young woman ! — Didn't you boaft that- 
J?tfwrA?y-^that ftrolkr Beverley y-i^Q&S^dyoMX heart? 
—Tell me that ^ I fay. 

Lydia. 'Tis true, Ma'am, and none but Bever^ 
ky 

Mrs. Mai. Hold ;-^hold Affurance ! — ^you fhall 
not be fo rude. 

jibf. Nay, pray Mrs. Malaprop, don't flop the 
young lady's fpeech i-^-fhe's very welcome to talk. 

thus it does not hurt me in the leaft, I aflure 

you. 

Mrs. MaL You arc too good, Captain«*^^o ami* 
ably patientf— but come with me, Mifs — let us fee 
y^u again foon, Captain-^remember what we |iaTC 
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Mf. I (hall, Ma'am. 

Mrsn Mai. Come, take a graceful leave of the 
gentleman. 

Lydia, May every blefling wait on my Beverley^ 

myloy^dBev 

Mrs. Mai, Hufly ! I'll choak the word in your 
throat I— come along — come along. 

\_Exeunt fever ally * 
[Beverley kl/fmg his band to Lydia — Mrs* 
M^la^YqpJIoJ>j[>wg her from fpeaking. 



SCENE IV. 

Acres^s Lodgings. 

AcuBs and David. 

Acres as jufi drefs^d. 

Mcrei, Indeed, David — do you think I bccdme it 
to? 

David, You are quite another creature, believe 
•ftie Mafter, by the Mafs ! an' we've any luck we (hall 
i^t the Devon monkeyrony in all the ptnnt-fliops irt 
•Bath ! 

jlcres, Drefs does m^ke a difference, David, 

David, 'Tis all in all, 1 think— difference ! whyj 

an' you were to go now to Clod-Hall, I am certain 

the old lady wouldn't know you : Mafter Butlet 

^'ouldii't believe liis own eyes, and Mrs; Fickle wo\M 
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i;(rould cry, " Lard prefarve me I*' our dairy-maid 
would come giggling to 'the ^door^ and 1 warrant 
Dolly Tefter, your Honour's favourite would blufh 
kke my waiftcoat — ^Oons I I^ hold a gallon, there 
an't a dog in the houfe but would bark, and I que(» 
lion whether PhtlHs would wag a hair of her tail ! 

Acres » Aye, David, there's nothing like polifh- 
ing. 

David. So 1 fays of your Honour's boots ; but the 
boy never heeds me ! 

Acres. But, David, has Mr. De-la-Grace been 
here ? I mud rub up my balancing, and chafing, and 
boring. 

David. I'll call again. Sir. 

Acres. Do— and fee if there are any letters for me 
at the poft-officc. 

David. I will. — BytheMafs, I can't help looking 

at your head ! — if I hadn't been by at the cooking, I 

wifh I may die if I (hould.have known the diih again 

myfelf! lExlt. 

[Acres comes forward^ praftlfing a dancing Jiep. 

Acres. Sink, Aide — coupee — Confound the firft 
inventors of cotillons I fay I — ^they are as bad as -al- 
gebra to us country gentlemen — I can walk a Minuet 
cafy enough when I am forced ! — and I have been ac- 
counted a good iHck in a Country-dance. — Odds 
jiggs and tabors ! — I never valued your crofs-over two 
couple — figure in — right and left— and I'd foot it 
with e'er a Captain in the county !— ^-but thefe out- 
la ndifh heathen Allemandes and Cotillons are quite 
beyond me ! — 1 (hall never prolper at 'em, that^4 
^,^^-fc.jiiiDe are true-born "Lw^v^ V^v— nJeiv^ ^'qpeJx. 
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Oildedland their curft French Iwigo ! — their Pai this, 
and Piis that, and Pas toother 1-^anvn me! my 
feet don't like to be called Paws ! no, 'tis certain X 
have mdft Antigallican Toes I 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Here is Sir Lucius O'Trigger to waiton you, 
.Sir. 

j^cres. Shew him in. 

JEnSer Sir LvciUS. 

Sir Luc, Mr. Acres, I'^m deBghted to embrace 
you. 

j^cres. My dear Sir Lucius, I kift your hands. 

Sir Luc. Pray, my friend, what has brought you 
fo fuddenly to Bath ? 

j4cres. Faith ! I have followed Cupid*« Jack-a- 
Lantern, and find myfelf in a quagmire at laft. — In 
(hort, J have been very ill-ufed. Sir Lucius. — I don't 
choofe to mention names, but look on me as on a 
very ill-ufed gentleman. 

Sir Luc. Pray what is the cafe ?- rl afk no 

names. 

jfcres. Mark me. Sir Lucius, 1 fall as deep as 

need be in love with a young lady her friends take 

my part — I follow her to Bath — fend word of my ar- 
rival ; and receive anfwer, that the lady is to be other- 
mk difpofed of,^ — This, Sir Lucius, I call being ill- 
ufed. 

Sir Luc. Very ill upon my confcience — Pray^ xaiv 
you divine the caufe of it ? 

^^/v/. Why, there's the matUf. ftv^ \v^!& ^.1cvQ^^cv«* 
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lover, one Beverley^ who, I am told, is now in Bath. 
•*»0dd8 flanders and lies ! he mud be at the bottom 
of it. 

Sir Luc, A tival in the cafe, is there ? — and you 
think he has fupplanted you unfairly. 

j^cres. Unfairly ! to be fure he has.- — He never 
-tould have done it fairly. 

Sir Luc. Then fure you -know what is to be 
done ! 

yfcres. Not T, upon my foul ! 

Sir Luc. We wear no fwords here, but you under- 
hand me. 

jfcres. What j fight him ! 

Sir Luc. Aye, to be fure: what can 1 mead 
•clfe? 

j^cret. But he has glv^en me no provocation. 

Sir Luc. Now, I think he has given you th€ great- 
eft provocation in the world. — Can a man commit a 
^inore heinous offence againfl another than to fall ift 
love with the fame woman ? O, by my foul, it is the 
moft unpardonable breach of friendfhip I 

Acres. Breach of friendfhip I Aye> aye ; bat I 
have no acquaintance with this man. I never faw 
him in my life. 

Sir Luc. That's no argument at all-^—hc has the 
lefs right then to take fuch a liberty. 

A:res^ 'Gad, that's true — I grow full of anger, 
Sir Lucius ! — ^I fire apace ! Odds, hilts and blades ; 
I find a man may have a deal of valour in hita, and 
^ot know it I But could not I contrive to have a lit- 
tle right of my fide ? 

Sir Lut. What the DcnII {\^tv\^c% rt^/jtt) when 
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your honour is concerned ? Do you think Achilles ^ or 
my little Alexander the Great ever inquired where the 
right lay ? No, by my foul, they lirew their broad- 
^ords, and left the lazy fons of peace to fettle the 
juftice of it. 

Acres. Your words are a grenadier's march to 
my heart ! 1 believe courage mufl be catching ! — 
I certainly ^ feel a kind of valour riting as it 
were . ■ ■ a kind of courage, as I may fay- 
Odds flints» pans, and triggers ! I'll challenge him 
diredly. 

Sir Luc. Ah, my little friend 1 Jf we had Blunder^ 
hufs'HaU here — I could ftiew you a range of ancef-* 
try, in the O'Trigger line, that ^ould furnifh the 
iiew room ; every one of whom had killed his man ! 
-—For though the manfion-houfe and dirty acrej 
have dipt through my fingers, I thank Heav*n our 
honouTi and the family-pidures, are as frefh as 
ever* , . 

Actet. O Sir Lucius \ I have had anceftors too I 
«very man of 'em colonel or captain in the militia \ 
fMl^u balls and barrels ! fay no more — I'm 
brac'd for it. — The thunder of your words has foured 
the milk of human kindnefs in my breaft ! ■ .^ 

Z— -ds ! a8 the man In the play fays, ^^ I could do 
<< fuch deeds " 

Sir Luc. Gome, come, there mnft be no paffion 
at all to the cafe*-thefe things (hould always be done 
civilly. 

Acres. I rauft be. in a paffion, Sir Luiciua 1 

muft be ifi a rage— —Dear Sir Luc\u%\cXxcit.\i^> 
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a rage, if pu love me. Come, here^s pen and 

paper, [^Siis down to write* 

I would the ink were red ! Indite, I fay indite 1 

— How fhall 1 begin i Odds bullets and blades ! I'll 
write a good bold hand, however. 

Sir Lu€^ Pray compofe yourfclf* 

^crcs. Come — now (hall 1 begin with an oatk ? 
Do, Sir Lucius, let me begin with a 'damme. 

Sir Luc, Pho ! pho ! do the tiling decently and 
Kkea Chriftian, Begin now " Si r ■■ 

Acres, That*-s too .-civil by half. 

Sir Luc. ** To prevent the cunft^ion that might 
Jfri/e,'* 

Acres, WS S- ' 

Sir Luc, " From our loth addrejjing the fame. lady *^ 

Acres. Aye — there's the rcafon-— ** fame ladf^^^ 
Well— 

Sir Luc, '* IJhaU expeS the honour of your corn- 



Acres, Z — ds i I'm not afking him to dinner. 
' Sir Luc, Pray be eafy. 

■ Acres, Well then, " honour of your coiagiBiy" 
Sir Luc, " To fettle our pretenfioos," 
Acres, Well. 
Sir Luc, Let me fee, aye, King's Mtad-JUlds wiD 

do. " in King's Mead-felds:' ^ 

Acres, So that's done ^Well, I'll fold it up 

prefently j. my own creft — a hand and dagger (hall be 
the feal. 

Sir Luc, You fee now this little explanatioii will 
/#i7t a /lop at once to aWeon^w^ioxiox tM.^\rcidexftaadiog 
*6at might arife between you* x 
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Acres. Ay^ we fight to prevent any mifunder- 
Iftanding, 

Sir Luc. Now, 1*11 leave you to fix your own 
time. — Take my advice, and you'll decide it this 
evening if you can ; then let the worft come of it, 
'twill be off your mind to-morrow* 

Acres. Very true. 

Sir Luc. So I ftiall fee nothing more of you, un- 

lefs it be by letter, till the evening. 1 would do 

myfelf the honour to carry your meflage ; but, to tell 
you a fecrct, I believe I fhall have juft fuch another 
hSdXv on my own hauds. There is a gay captain 
lierc, who put a jeft on me lately, at the cxpence of 
tny country, and I only want to fell in whh the gcn- 
tleman^ to call him out. 

Acres. By my valouf, 1 /hould like to fee you 
€ght firftl Odds life ! 1 (hould Ukc to fee yo\i kill 
^im, if it was only to get a little leifon. 

Sir Luc. I (hall be very proud of inftrufting you. 
7— Welly for the prefent — ^but remember now, when 
you meet your antagonift, do every thing in a mild 
^nd agreeable manner. — Let your couvage be as 
^Kefi, *ut at the fame tfrac as polifhed as your fword. 

{^Exeunt fever ally. 
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«• r :&,. rr lis JGsk. Sr . I wzac cr vc md: dofl^ 

fcrdUfC ssstf^ mr i-x'iii. vita: I vz'i:^ ib nEBoedi 
Oifu viae vol tie oic .ar^ ^. viica &e iiefli 
<f'i '. 

^€n$. Ah: Vm^ ^ J^^*^ =«ns5=r £.«»! 
^..jQ^de rjp*fl« a«i ^iaw» J be would i^v- tob,! 

Dofv'td, N^H l»«, %f^^t^. J hatet fuch bloodthfrAy 
cx;0portiia. lAHfk'eCf Madcr, if. you'd wanted « 
iMit #it ho«inj(, qiuiittfpftaflr, or (hortflafF, I (houM 
ficyfr 1**^ Hii: Miiiii to bid you cry off: But for your 
cufli (lu^in Juul Ciiapiy 1 novcr kn«w any good come, 
uf '«;ni« 

^(/«. iliit my luiiiour, David, my honour I J 
nuiil hii viiy trtivful of my honour, 

/>*<H'i./. Ayf, hy the Muftt I and I woiild'be very 
i;uivt\«l of it t aiul I think In return my inmaitr 
vuuH u't Js^ Kfw thttutobe vny wiixful of w^. 

^^ "%l» bLilo» I Dttvid, no gentlemaQ .w31 
rtf ^ vf bu bouovw I 
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never to riik the lofs of a gentleman. Look'eey 

Mafter^ this honour feems to me to be a marvelloua 
falfe friend : ay€, truly, . a very coartier-like fervant. 
Put the cafe, I was a gentleman (which thank 
God 9 no one can fay of me) ; well — my honour 
makes me quarrel with another gentleman of my ac- 
quaintance. — So-^we fight. (Pleafant enough that) 
Boh! — ^I kill him-*-( the more*8 my luck.) Now, 
pray who. gets the profit of it ?— -Why, my honour. 

But. put the cafe that he kills me ! ^by the 

Hafs ! I go to the worms^ and my honour whips over 
to my enemy. 

Acres. No, David-^in that cafe ! — Odds crowns 
and laurels!- your honour follows you to tl\e 
grave.- 

David. Now, that's juft the place where I could 
make a fhift- to do without it. 

Acres, Z— ds ! David, you are a coward ! Itt. 

doesn't become my valour to liften to you. — What, 
ihall 1 difgrace my anceftors ? — ^Think of that, Da- 
vid — ^think what it would be to difgrace my ancef- 
tors ! ■ 

David. Under favour; the fureft way of not dif- 
gracing themy is to keep aalong as you can out of 
their company. Look'ee now, Mailer, to go to 
them in fuch hafte — ^with an ounce of lead in your 
brains — I fhould think might as well be let alone. 
Our anceftors are very good kind t)f folks ; but they 
5we the laft people I fliould choofe to have a vifiting 
acquaintance with. ' __ 

y/^/w. Bat, David, now, -you ^ovCx. ^^5\\x^8. ^^^b^^B 
m Uich very, very, very gve^kV 43Lt\^«> V^^ 
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Odds' life ! people often fight without any mifchief 
done ! 

Davhl, By the Mafs^ I think *tiiB ten to one 

agalnft you ! Oons ! here to meet fome lioa- 

iicaded fellow, I warrant, with his d — n'd double-* 
barreird fwords, and cnt-and-thnift piftols.*^ Lord 
bicfs us ! it makes me tremble to think o*t. — ^Thofc 
be fuch defperate bloody-minded weapons ! .Well, I 
never could abide 'em ! — from a child I never could 
fancy 'em ! — 1 fuppofe there a'nt been fo mcrcilefs a 
bead in the world a-s your loaded pillol ! 

Acres, Z — ds ! I ivonU be afraid— ^Odds iixt and 

fury ! you fhan't make me afraid. Here is the- 

challenge, and I have fcnt for my dear fi'icnd Jack 
Abioliite to carry it forme. 

Ddv'uL Aye, i'thc name of mifchief, let htm be 
the meffenger. — For my part, I wouldn't lend a hand 
to it for the bcft horfe in your ftable. By -the 
Mafs ! it don't look like another letter !^ — It is,, 
as I may fay, a defigning and malicious-looking let- 
ter !--~and I warrant fmells of gunpowder like a 
foldier's pouch ! — Oons ! I wouldn't fwear it mayn't 
go off ! 

Acres. Out, you poltroon \ — you ha'n't the valour 
of a grafs-hopper. 

David. Well, 1 fay no more — 'twill be fad news, 
to be fure, at Clod-Hall! — but T ha' done.— Jiow 
PhyUis will howl when fhe hears of it !— ^Ayc, poor 
bitch, fhe little thinks what fhooting her-Mafter*a 

pfter! And I warrant old drop, who 

cd your honour, fte\d ^v^^ i^i^^> ^^l^x^xv 
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years, will curfe the hour he was born. [^IVhimpp-ing, 
Acres. It won't do, David — I am determined to 
fight — fo get along, you coward, while I'm in the 
mind. 

Enter Servant.. 

Ser. Captain Abfolute, Sir." • 

Acres. O ! ftiew him up. \Extl Servant.. 

David. Well, Heaven fend we be all alive this . 
time to morrow. 

Acres, What's that ! — Don't provoke me, Da- 
vid J 

David. Good bye,.. Mafttr. l^Whmpenng^. 

Acres. Get along, you cowardly, daftardly, croak- 
iBg raven.. [jEwV David,. 

J^/z/^r Absolute. 

Abf. What's the matter, Bob? 

Acns. A vile, fheep-hearted blockhead :— If X 
Hadn't the valour of St. George and the dragon to 
boot — 

Abf. But what did you vran.t with me. Bob ? 

Acres. O ! — There — [^Gjves him the challenge* 

Abf. " To Enft'gn Beverley J* So — what's going 
on now. [^AJde^ , 

Well, what's this ? 

Acres. A challenge! 

. Abf Indeed ! Why, you won't light him ; 

will you. Bob ? 

-^r/w. 'Eg^d but I will, ]acW. ^vc V^»^ 
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has wrought me to it. He has left me full of rage 
— and I'll fight thisevening, that fo much good paf- 
lioii mayn't be wafted. 

yfB/, But what have 1 to do with this ? 

j^cres. Why, as I think you know fontething of 
this fellow, I want you to find hkn out for me, and 
give him this mortal defiance. 

j^lf. Well, give it to me^ and tnift me he geti 
it. 

Acres, Thank you, my dear friend, my dear 
Jack ; but it is giving you a great deal of trou- 
ble. 

Alf, Not in the leaft-^I beg you won't mention 
it. — No trouble in the world, I afTure you. 

Acres. You are very kind. ^What it is to have 

•& friend \ You couldn't be my fecond-— couM you. 

Jack > 

Ahf. Why no, Bob — not in this affair — ^it would 
not be quite fo proper. 

Acres. Well then, I mufl get my friend Sir 
Lucius. I Ihall have your good wifhes, however^ 
Jack. 

AhJ. Wlienever he meets you, believe me. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Sir Anthony Abfolute is below, Inquiring 
for the Captain. 

AhJ. 1*11 come Inftantly. ^Wcll, my h'ttle 

liero, fuccefs attend you. \Gotng, 

j^cres. Stay — ftay Jack. \£ "E^tN^xk^ -(Kould 

^ you what kind of a man ^o\k Itkii^ Kct^% \Vk 
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do, tell him 1 am a devil of a fellow — ^will you. 
Jack ? 

jibf. To be fure I (hall. I'll fay you are a de- 
termined dog — ^hey, Bob ! 

Acres. Aye, do, do — and i£ that frightens him, 
'gad perhaps he mayn't come. So tell him I general- 
ly kill a man a week ; will you. Jack ? 

Ahf, 1 will, I will ; I'll fay you are called in the 
country ** Fighting BoL*^ 

Acres • I^ight, right— 'tis all to prevent mifchlef; 
for I don't want to take his life If I clear my 
honour. 

Abf, No! — that's very kind of you. 

Acres. Why, you don't wifh me to kiH him-^-do 
you, Jack? 

Abf. No, upon my foul, Ido not.— But a devil' 
of a fellow, hey? [_Gomg. 

Acres, True, true — ^but ftay — ^ftay, Jack — ^you 
may add that you never faw me in fuch a rage before 
—a moft devouring rage ! 

Abf. I will, I will. 

Acres. Remember, Jack a determined dog ! 

Abf. Aye,' *af e, " Fighting Bob:' 

[^Exeuntjeveralfym 



Ms 
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SCENE II. 



Mrs, Malaprop's Lodgings. 

Mrs. Malaprop and Lydia. 

Mrs. Mai. Why, thou perverfe one !— tdl me 
what you can objeA to him ? — Isn't he a handfome 
man ? — tell me that. — ^A genteel man ? a pretty figure 
of a man ? 

Lydla. She little thinks whom (he u praifing! 
(jffide.) — So is Beverley, Ma'am. 

Mrs. Mai. No caparifons, Mifs, if youpleafe !— «- 
Caparifons don't become a young woman.-r-No X 
Captain Abfolute is indeed a fine gentleman ! 

Lydia. Aye, the Captain Abfolute jwn have feen. 

Ijffide. 

Mrs. Mai. Thenhe'syo well bred;— ^ full of ala* 
CTity, ind adulation ! — and has fo mudi to fay for 
hiinfelf .— In fuch good language too !:^His phyfi- 
ognomy fo grammatical! — Then his orefence is fo 
noble ! — I proteft, when 1 faw him, 1 thought of 

what Hamlet fays in the Phiy : " Hefperiaa 

" curls — ^the front of Job himfelf ! — an eye, like 
** Marchy to threaten at command ! — a Station> 
** like Harry Mercury, new — " Something about 
killing — on a hill — however, the fimilitude ftruck 
me diredly. 

Lydia. How enraged fhe'U be prcfcntly when (he 
difeovcrs her miftakc I SJ^fd^^ 
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Enter Servant. 

Scr. Sir Anthony, and Captain Abfolute arc be- 
low, Ma*am. 

. Mrs. Mai. Shew them up here. lExit Servant. 
Now, Lydia, I infift on your- behaving as becomes 
a young woman.— Shew your good breeding at leaft^- 
though yoi> have forgot your duty.- 

Lydia. Madam, . I have told you my refolution I— 
I (hall not only give him no encouragement, but.I- 
won't even fpeak to, or look at him. 

[^Flings herjalj ini» a chair ^ with her face from 
the door. 

Enter Sir Anthony iJ«J Absoluts. 

Sir jinth. Here we are, Mrs. Malaprop ; come 
to mitigate the frowns- of unrerenting beauty— 
and difficulty enough I had to bring this fellow. 
— I don't know what's the matter ; but if 1 had 
tiot held him by force, he'd have given me the 
flip. 

Mrs. Mai. You hare infinite trouble, Sir Antho. 
ny, in the affair. — I am afhamed for the caufe ! 
I-ydIa, Lydia, rife I befeech you 1^— pay your re- 
fpedts ! \_JJide to her. 

' . Sir Anth. I hope. Madam, that Mifs Languifh 
has reflc£^ed oft the worth- of this gentleman, and 
the regard due to hef Aunt's choice,- and my alliance. 
— Now, Jack, fpeak to her! \^Afide to him.. 

Ahf What the d— 1 (haU I do ! ^Jlfide. 

— Yoa fee, Sir, fhe won'l c\eu \oo\l ^.V-tsa >«\ii^5^ 



176 THE RIVALS. Act IV. 

you arc here. 1 knew flic wouldn't! — I told 

you fo— Let me intreat you, Sir, to leave us toge- 
ther ! 

f Abfolute feems to expdJIuIaU with his Father. 

Lydia. (Afide.) 1 wonder I ha'n't heard my Aunt 

exdaim yet ! fure ftie can't have look'd at him— — 

perhaps their regimentals are alike, and flie is fome- 

thing blind. 

Sir Anth. I fay. Sir, I won't ftir a foot yet. 
Mrs. MaL I am forry to fay. Sir Anthony, that 
my affluence over • my Niece is very fmall. — ^Tum 
round Lydia, I blufli for you ! [^Afide to her. 

Sir Anlh. May I not flatter myfelf, that Miis 
.Languifli will aflign what caufe of diflike flie can 
have to my fon ! — ^Why don't you begin, Jack ? — 
Speak, you puppy — Ipeak ! Z-^Jfde to him. 

Mrs. Mai. It IS impoffible. Sir Anthony, flie 
can have any*— She will not fay flie has. 
Anfwer, hufly 1 why don't you anfwer? 

ZAfide to her.. 

Sir Anih. Then,. Madam, I ti*ufl: that a childifli 

and hafty predilcd^ion will be no bar to Jack's hap- 

pinefs. Z-^-ds I firrah I why doa't yoiii fpeak ? 

[^AJide to him* 
Lydia. fAfide.J I think my lover fecms as little 
inclined to converfation as myfelf.— How ftraogely 
blind my Aunt mud be 1 

Alf. Hem ! hem i Madam — ^hem ! (Abfolutc 
attempts tojpeak^ then returns to Sir Anthony) 
Faiih! Sir, I am fo confounded! — and fo — fo- — 
•onfufed ! — I told you I fliould be fo, Sir— I knew 
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it. — Thcthc tremor of my paflion, entirely take* 
away my prefence of mind. 

Sir jintb. But it don't take away your voice, fool, 
does it ? — Go up, and fpeak to her diredly ! 

[Abfolute makes Jjgns ta Mrs, Malaprop to 
leave them together. 
■ Mrs. Mai. Sir Anthony, fliall wejeave them to- 
gether? — Ah! you ftubborn, little vixen! 

[^^Jide to her. 
Sir Anth. Not yet. Ma'am, not yet ! — what the 
d — ^1 are you at ? unlock your jaws, firrah, or — 

[^Aftde to him. 
[Absolute draws wjrLvDiA.] 
jibf. Now, Heav'n fend (he may be too fuUen 
to look round ! — I muft difguife my voice. 

iAfide. 

[^Spsais in a low hoarje tone* 

*-*-Will not Mifs X.angui(h lend an ear to the mild 

accents of true love ? — ^Will not 

Sir Anth. What the d — ^1 ails the fellow ? — ^Why 
don't you fpeak out ? — not Hand croaking like a frog 
in a quinfey! 

Ahf. The-the-excefs of my awe, and my-my-my 
modeily, quite choak me ! 

Sir Anth. Ah ! your modejfy again ! — I'll tell yo« 
what. Jack ; if you don^t fpeak out direftly, and 
glibly too, I (ball be in fuch a rage ! — Mrs, Mala- 
prop, I wi(h the lady would favour us with fomething 
«ion; than a fide-front. 

\^Mrs. MalapropyJ^mj to chide Lydia, 
Ahf. Sol-^allwlllout Ifee! 

\Gocs up to Ijk^Xvai^ ftcaVx Jojx^^* 
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Be not furprifed, my Lydia, fupprefs all fuiyrife at 
prefent. 

Lydla, (Afide,) Heavens! *tis Beverley's voice! 

—Sure he can't have impos'd on Sir Anthqny too ! 

\_Loohs rqundhy degrees^ thenj^arts up. 

Is this poffible ! — my Beverky \ — ^how can this^ 
be ? — my Beverley t 

AhJ. Ah ! 'tis aU over.. C^^- 

Sir Anth. Beverley ! — the devfl;— Beverley ! 
What can the* girl mean? — ^This is my fon, Jack 
Abfolute. 

Mrs, Mat. For fiiame, hufly ! for fhame ! — ^your 
• head runs fo on that feHow, that you have him al- 
ways in your eyes !'^^ — ^beg Captain Abfolute's pardon 
diredUy. 

Lydia, ! fee no Captain Abfolute, but my lov'd" 
Beverley ! 

Sir Anth. Z — ds ! the girPs mad !i— Ber brain^s- 
turn'd by reading ! 

Mrr. MaL O' my confcience, I believe fo ! 

what do you mean by Beverley, huffy ? — You faw 
Captain Abfolute before to-day j there he is — ^your 
hufband that fhall be. 

Lydla, With all my foul. Ma'am — when F refufc 
my Beverley^ 

Sir Anth, O I flie's as mad as Bedlam : — or has 
this fellow been playing us a rogue's trick !-^omc 
here, firrah, who the d — ^I are you ? 

Abf, Faith, Sir, I am not quite clear myfelf ; but' 
I'll endeavour to recoiled. 
Sir^nth. Are you my fon, or toot ? — anfwer for. 
jour mother^ you 'dog, If yow vrou'vlai m^^ 
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Mrs. MaL Aye, Sir, who are you ? O mercy ! t 
begin to fufpeft !r— 

Abf. Ye Powers of Impudence befriend me !^ 
(Aftde.) Sir Anthony, moft affuredly I am your wife'a 
fon ; and that I fincerely believe myfelf to be yoitr*s 
alfo, I hope my duty has always (hewn.— ^Mrsi Ma- 
laprop, I am your moft refpedful admirer — and (liall 
be proud to add affeftionate nephew. — I need not tell 
my Lydia, that (he fees her faithful Benyerky^ who> 
knowing the fingular generofity of her temper, af- 
fum*d that name, and a ftation, which has proved a , 
teft of the moft difinterefted love, which he now 
hopes to enjoy in a more elevated charafter. 

Lydia. So ! — there will be no elopement after all ! 

ISuIIenly. 

SlrAnth. Upon my foul. Jack, thou art a very 
impudent fellow ! to do you juftice, I think I never 
faw a piece of more confummate affurance ! 

Ahf. O, you flatter me, Sir — ^you compliment— 
*tis my modejly^ou know, Sir— my modefty that haa 
ftood in my way. 

Sir Anth, Well, I am glad you are not the dull, 
infenfible varlet you pietended to be, however ! — 
I'm glad you have made a fool of your father, you 

dog — 1 am So this was y oxir peniience^ your 

duty J and obedience ! — I thought it was d — n'd fud- 
den !— You never heard their names before^ not you ! 
— What, The Languishes i?/" WorcefteHhire, hey ? 
— Vyou could pleafe me in the affair^ Uwas all you dc' 

Jtred! Ah! you diflembling villain! — ^What! 

^(pointing to Lydia) Jhe /quints^ don't Jl>e? — a Xiu\e 
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young rafcal — I wonder you a*n't adiamed to hold u^ 
your head ! 

jibf, 'Tis with difficulty, Sir — I am confus'd — 
very much confus'd, as you mud perceive. 

Mrs. Mai. O Lud ! Sir Anthony I— a new hgbt 

breaks in upon me ! — ^hey ! — how ! what ! Captain^ 

did you write the letters then ? — ^What ! — am I to 

• xhsinkyou for the elegant compilation of * an oldwea^ 

■ thcT'beatenJbe-dragen^ — ^hey ? — O mercy 1-— was it you 

that refledled on my parts of fpeech ? 

jlhf. Dear Sir ! my raodefty will be overpowcr*d 
zl lad* if you don't affift me* — I (hall certainly not be 
able to (land it ! 

Sir jinth. Come> come, Mrs. Malaprop,^ we rouH 
forget and forgive ;— odds'life ! matters have taken ^ 
fo clever a turn all of a fudden, that Ixould find in> 
my heart, to be fo good-humour'd ! and fo gallant 4 
—hey ! Mrs. Malaprop ! 

Mrs. Mai. Well, Sir Anthony, fince you defire 
it, we will not anticipate the pafl ; — fo mind youngi 
peoplc-^our retrofpe6tion will now be all to the fu* 
ture. 

Sir ylnth. Cctfne, we muft leave them together ; 
Mrs. Malaprop, they long to fly into each other't 
arms, I warrant ! — Jack — is'n't the cheek as I faid> 
hey ?-r-and the eye, you rogue ! — and the lip — ^hey I 
Come, Mrs. Malaprop, we'll not difturb their tea- 
dcrnefs — their's is the time of life for happinefs I 
** Touth's tht Jeajon mfide for joy^* — (fings) — ^hey! — 
Odds'llfe ! I'm in fuch fpirits — I don't know what 1 
could not do ! — Permit me, Ma'am — (gives his band 
io Mrs^ Malaprop.) {S^ti^^^) toV^-x^V— ^^ V 
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fliould like to have a little fooling myfelf— ToUde-' 

rol ! de-rol ! [^Exttjingingy and handing Mrs. Malaprop. 

[^Lydi A JtU/ulIeniy in her chair."} 

Ahf. So much thought bodes me no good (a/ide} 
— So grave, Lydia! 

Jjydia, Sir ! 

Aif*. So ! — egad ! I thought as much ! — that 
d — n'd monofyllable has froze roe ! (afide) — What, 
Lydiaf now that we are as happy in. our friends con* 
fent, as in our mutual vows 

Lydia^ Friends confent^ indeed! [^Feevj/hiy. 

AbJ. Come, come^ we muft. lay afide fome of out? 
romance — a little wealth and comfort may be endured 
after all. And for your fortune, the lawyers Ihall 
make fuch fettlements as— — 

Lydia. La'ibyers ! 1 hate lawyers ! 

Abf. Nay then, we will not wait for their linger- 
ing forms, but inftanlly procure the licence, and— 

Lydia. The licence /—I hate licence ! 

Abf. O my Love ! be not fo unkind ! — ^thus let ' 
me in treat ?- [^Kneeling* 

Lydia, Pihaw!-— what fignifies kneeling,, when 
you know I muft have you ? 

Abf. (Rifing} Nay, Madam, there fh^ be no 
conftraint upon your inchnations, I promife you. 
—If I have loft your heart — I refign the reit.— 
*Gad, I muft try what a little fpirit will do. 

lA/tde. 

Lydia. (Rifing) Then, Sir, let me tell you, the 
intcreft you had there was acquired by a K\%;a»^ \i\v« 
manly impofitioD, and defcrves tVve -^wcvw^^e^^^vx o^ 
frauds — What, you have been U^^Vvt\^ me >S«a % 
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child !— humouring my romance ! and laughing, I 
fuppofe at your fuccefs ! 

jibf. You wrong me, Lydia, you wrong me — 
only hear 

Lydla. So, while / fondly imagined we were de- 
ceiving my relations, and flatter'd myfelf that I 
Aiould outwit and incenfe them All— behold ! my 
hopes are to be crufh'd at once, by my Aunt's con- 
fent and approbation-^and /am myfelf the only dupe 
at laft I [^Walking about in a beaL 

But here. Sir, here is the picture — Beverley*^ pic- 
ture ! (taking a mit^aiure from her bof&m) which I 
have worn night and day, io fpite of. threes and 

entreaties? There, Sir, (Jlings it to Mm) and. 

be aflured I throw the original from my heart a» 
cafily, 

jibf. Nay, nay, Ma'am, we will not differ as to^ 
that — Here, (taking out a pi&ure) here is Mifs 
Lydia Languifh. — ^\Vhat a difference !— aye, therein 
the hcav'nly affenting fmile, that firft gave foul and 
fpirit to my hopes — thofe are the lips which feal'd a 
vow, as yet fcarce dry in Gupid's calendar !— and 
there the half refentful blufli, thatwow/t/ havecheck'd' 
the ardour of my thanks — Well, all that's paft ! — ^all 
over indeed ! — ^There, Madam — in beauty, that copy 
is not equal to you, but in my mind it's merit over 
the original; in being ftill the fame, is fuch— that-— 
I cannot find in my heart to part with it. 

\^Puts it up again* 

J^ydia, (Sfiftening) 'Tia ^^our ow« doing, Sir-^I^ 
I, 1 fuppofe you are petieCtVY ^^U^^vt^. 
^3/. O moil certainly— luT^ ^^^^ vV\^\sTa\^eBC^x 
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tcr than being hi love ! — ha ! ha ! ha ! — there's ftme 
fpirit in tlfis ! — ^What fignilies breaking fome fcore* 
of folemn promifes : — all that's of njo confeqiience yoii 
know. — To be fure, people will fay, that Mifs didn't ' 
know her own nvind — but never mind that : — or per- 
haps they may be ill-natur'd' enough to hint, that 
the gentlemaii grew tired of the lady and forfook hcc 
"—but don't let that fret you. 

Lydia. There's no bearing his infolence. 

[^BurJIs into tears ^ 

En^er Mrs. Malaprop and Sir Anthony. 

Mrs. MaL (Entering) Come, we mufl interrupt 
your billing and cooing a while. 

Lydia. This is woifc than your treachery and de- 
ceit, you bafe ingrate. \_Sohhing^ 

Sir Anth, What the devil's the matter now ? 

Z— ds ! Mrs. Malaprop, this is the oddejl bllUng and 
eooing I ever heard ! — ^but what the deuce is the mean- 
ing of it ? — I'm quite allonifh'd ! 

Jbf. Aflcthelady, Sir. 

Mrs. MaL O mercy I — I'm quite analys'd for my 
part ! — why, Lydia, what isthereafon of this? 

Lydia. Afk the gentleman. Ma'am. 

Sir Anth. Z — da ! I fliall be in a phrenzy f — why,, 
■ Jack, you arc not come out to be any one elfe, are 
you ? 

Mrs. MaL Aye, Sir, there's no more trick, is 
there ?— you are not like Cerberus, three Gentlemen 
at once, are you ? 

y^3/: Youni not let me fpeak— \ ^a.^ \^^\^M ^"^"^ 
account for this much belter iWiv \ c^^» 
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JbjfSa, Ma'am,, you. once cominan(kd me never to 
think o£ Beverley again-^there is the man — I' now 
cibey you z-^-for, from this moment, I renounce him 
for ever; ^Extt Lydta; 

Mrs, Mat. O mercy ! and 'miracles ! what a turn 
here is — why fure, . Captain, you haven't behaved 
difrefpedfully to my Niece. 

^/> Anth, Ha ! ha ! ha !-^a ! ba 1 ha ! — now I 
fee it. — Ha ! ha ! ha !— now I fee it— you have been = 
too lively, Jack. 

AhJ, Nay, Sir, upon my word 

Sit Aruh. Come^ no lying,. Jack-— I'm furc ^twat 
fo. 

Mrs. Mai. OLud! Sir Anthony !—0 fie. Cap- 
tain ! 

Alff. Upon my foul, Ma'am ■ 

Sir AntL Come, no excufes. Jack ; — ^why, your- 
father,, you rogue, was fo before you: — the blood 
of the Abfolutea was always impatient.— Ha.! ha ! 
ha ! poor little Lydia J—- why, you've frightea'd'herj^ 
you dog, you have. 

Ahf. By all that's good. Sir— 

Sin Anih. Z-— ds ! fay no more, I tell you 
Mrs. Malaprop fhall make your peace. — You muft 
make his peace, Mrs. Malaprop :— you muft tell her 
*tls Jack's way — ^tell her 'tis all our ways— it runs m 
the blood of our family ! — Come, away Jack— -ha 1 
ha ! ha ! Mrs. Malaprop— a young villaia! 

[^Pu/hes him ouU 

Mrs. Mai. ! Sir Anthdny !— O fie, C^tain I 
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SCENE IF. 



The North Parade. 
Enter Sir Lucius O'Trigger. 

Sir Luc, I wonder where this Capt. Abfolute hidci 
Jiimfclf. — Upon my confcience ! — ^thcfc officers are 
filways in one''8 way in love afFaiM :— I remember I 
might have married Lady Dorothy Carmine, if it 
had not been for a little rogue of a Major, who ran 
away with her before (he could get a fight of me !— 
And.I wonder too what it is the ladies can fee in 
them to be fo fond of them — unlcfs it be a touch of 
thex)ld ferpcnt'in 'cm, that makes the little creatures 
be caught, like vipevs with a bit of red cloth.— Hah! 
^— .isn't this the Captain coming ?— faith it is J— 
There is a probability of fucceeding isboutthat fel- 
low, that is mighty provoking I— -Who the dcvil is 
iie talking to ? [^Steps afttU, 

Entet Captain Absolute* 

MJ. To what fine .purpofe I have been plotting ! 
a. noble reward for all n^y fchemes^ upon my foul !— 
a little gypfey ! — 1 did not think her romance could 
have made her To d — ^n'd abfurd either-— S'death) t 
wever was in a wOrfe humouf in my life I— I could cut 
my own throw, or any other perCouH, VxvVl >^ 
. greated pkatwre ia the world \ 
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Sir Luc, O, faith ! I'm in the luck of it — I never 
could have found him in-a fweeter temper for my pur- 
pofe — to be fare I'm juft come in the nick ! now to 
€nter into converfation with hin>, and fo quarrel gen- 
teely. [Sir Lucius goes up to Abfolutc. 

> ' W ith regard to that matter, Captain, I mull 
beg leave to differ in opinion with you. 

Mf, Upon my word then, you muft be a very fub» 
tie difpatant : — becaufe. Sir, I happened juft then to 
be giving no opinion at alL 

Srr Luc. That'« no reafon. — For, give me leave to 
tell you, a man may ihini an untruth as well as fpeak 
one. 

^bf. Very true, Sir, but if a man never litten 
his thoughts, I (hould think they might ftand a 
chance of efcaping controverfy. 

Sir Luc, Then, Sir, you differ itt opinion with 
me, which amounts to the fame thing. 

Ahf, ' Hark'ee, Sir Lucius^— if I had n6t before 
known you to be a gentleman, upon my foul, I 
(hould not have difcovcred it at this interview : — fof 
what you can drive at, unlefs you mean to qil^rrei witk 
me, I cannot toncelve ! 

Sir Luc. I humbly thank you. Sir, for the quick» 
nefs of your apprehenfion, {^Boiplng. 

—you have nam'd the very thing 1 would be at* 

jihf. Very well. Sir — I (hall certainly not baulk 

your inclinations : '—•but I (hould be giad you 

would pleafe to ekplain your motives. 

Sir Luc. Pray, Sir, be eafy — ^the quartet is a very- 
pretty quarrel as It ftauds— :-N9t ^oA^ wJc^ ^-^ \t^ 
by trying to explain it»— Hov«^^«t> ^wx xs^mwsti i^ 



Act IV. THE RIVALS. 48; 

very fhort — or you -could not have forgot an affront 
you paffed on me within this week. — So no morc^ 
"but name your time and place. 

jibf. Well, Sir, fince you arc fo l)ent on it, the 
fooncr the better i-^-let it be this evening — here by 
ihe Spring-Gardens. — We fhall fcarccly be inter- 
rupted. 

Sir Luc. Faith ! that fame interruption in affairs 

•of this nature, fhcws very great ill-breeding. — 

I don't know what's the reafon, but in England, if 
a thing of this kind gets wind, people make fuch a 
pother, that a gentleman can never fight in peace and 
quietnefs. — However, if it's the fame to you, Cap* 
tain, I fhould take it as a particular kimlnefs, if you'd 
let us meet in King's-Mcad Fields, as a little bufinefs 
will call me there about iix o'clock, and I may dif* 
patch both matters at once. 

Jhf. 'Tis the fame to me cxaftly.— — A little 
after fix, then we will difcufs this matter more feri- 
oufly. 

Sir Luc. If you pleafe. Sir, there wiD be very 

jpretty fmall-fword light, tho' it won't do for a long 

(hot, — So that matter's fetti'd ! and my mind's at 

-cafe. [^Exit Sir Lucius. 

i^fj/^ Faulkland, w^<'/m»§^ Absolute, 

jlhf. Well met. — ^I was going to look for you— . 
O, Faulkland ! dl the Demons of fpite and difap* 
pointment have confpired agaiuft me i I'm fo vex'd, 
that if I had not the profpec^i of a rcfource in bpia^ 
knocked o' the head by and bye, 1 ftvo\A^lQ.^x^t.>MWil| 
fpirits to tell you the caufc. 
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Faulk, What can you mean ? Has Lydia 

chang'd her mind ? — I fhould have thought her duty 
and inclination would now have pointed to the fame 
ohjeft. 

jibf^ Aye, juft as the eyes do of a perfon who 
fquints : — when her love-eye was fixed on me— . 
t'other — ^her eye of duty, was finely obliqued : — but 
when duty bid her point that the fame way — off 
t'other turn'd on a fwivel, and fecured its retreat with 
a frown ! 

Faulk. But what's the refource you ■ 

•^kf' O,. to wind up the whole, a good natured 
Irifhman here has (mimicking Sir Lucius) beg'd leave 
to have the pleafure of cutting my throat-— and I 
mean to indulge him — that's ^ 

Faulk, Prithee, be ferious. 

Mf. 'Tis fad, upon my fouL— Sir Xiuciut 
O'Trigger — ^you know htm by fight — for fome af- 
front, which I am fure I never intended, has obliged 
me to meet him this evening at fix o'clock : — 'tis on 
that account I wiftied to fee you — ^you muft go witk 
me» ^ 

Faulk, Nay, there muft be fome ^niftake, furt.— * 
Sir Lucius (hall explain himfelf — and t dare fay mat- 
ters may be accommodated : — ^but this evening, did 
you fay ? — I wifli it had been any other timie. 

Abf, Why? — there will be h'ght enoughs 

there will (as Sir Lucius fays) *^ be very pretty fmall- 
fword light, tho' it won't do foT a long fhot.^-r- 
— Confound his long (hots ! 

Faulk. But I attv m^felCa ^ood deal ruffled, by a • 
difference I liave hadmlVi J\i\i^— ttv^ ^^i x«tCM.Tiiui><^ 
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temper has made me treat her fo cruelly, that I (hall 
Hot be myfelf till we are reconciled. 

j^if. By Heav'ns, Fauikland, yon -don't dcferve 
ken 

Enter Servant, gives f aulkland a letter. 

FaulL O Jack ! this is from Julia — 1 dread to 
fepen it — I fear it may be to take a lafl leave — per- 
haps to bid me return heridtters-^-and reftore 
O ! how I fuffer for my folly ! 

Ahf. Here — let me fee. 

^Takes the letter and opens it* 
Aye, a final fentence indeed ! — 'tis all over with you, 
faith! 

Faull, Nay, jack— ^on't keep mfc in fufpcnce. 

jihf. Hear then. — " jis I am convinced that my 
•* dear Faulkland's own reJleSions have already up- 
** braided him for his Iqfi unkindnefs to me^ I will not 
•* add a word on the fubjeS, — I wifh to fpeah with you 
** asfoon as pojpdle, — Tours e^er and truly ^ Julia.** 
-:— There's flubbomnefe artd refentment for you ! 

\Jjives him the letter. 
Why man, you don't feem one whit the happier at 
this. 

Faulk. O, yes, I am — ^but — ^but 

yllf. Confound your i>uts, — You never heiar any 
thing that would make another man blefs himfelf, but 
you immediately d — n it with a but, 

Faulk, Now, Jack, as you arc my friend, own 
lioneftly— don't you think there is fomething forward 
! — fomething indelrcate in this \ia\\.t \.o W^\n^\ — 
Women Ihould never fuc for rtcoTvdY\^X\v>ti \ — ^"^ ^ 
N 
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ihoiild always come from ii8. — They (hould retain 
their coldnefs till wo6*dtQ kindnefs — and xhtir pardon^ 
like their lovcf fhould " not uufought be won/' 

jlhf. I have.not patience to llllen to you : — thou'rt 
incorrigible ! — fo fay no more on the fubje6l:. — I 
muft go to fettle a few matters — ^let mc fee you before 
fix— remember — at my lodgings. — A poor induftri- 
ous devil like me, who have toil'd and drudg'd, and 
plotted to gain my ends, and am at laft difappointed 
by other people's folly — may in pity be allowed to 
fwear and grumble a little ! — but a captious fceptic 
in love — a flave to fretfulnefs and whim — who has no 
difficulties but of his own creating — is a fubjeft more 
fit for ridicule than compaffion ! \_ExU Abfolute, 

Faulk • I feel his reproaches : — yet I would not 
change this too exquifite nicety, for the grofs con- 
tent with which he tramples, on the thorns of love.— 
His engaging me in this duel, has ftarted an idea in 
my head, which I will inftantly purfue. — I'll ufe it a« 
the touch-ftone of Julia's fincerity and-difinterefted- 
nefs — ^if her love prove pure and fterling ore — my 
name will reft on it with honour ! — ^and once I've 
ftamp'd it there, 1 lay afide my doubts for ever :— • 
but if the drofs of felfifhnefs, the aUay of pride pre- 
dominate — 'twill be beft to leave her as a toy for fome 
Icfe cautious Fool to figh for. 

{^E:fU Faulkland. 
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JCr F. SCENE I. 



Julia's Drejffing-Room. 

Julia, fola. 

—How this meflage has alarmed me ! what dread- 
ful accident can he mean ? why fuch charge to be 
alone ?— — O Faulkland ! — how many unhappy 
moments ! — ^how many tears have you coll me 1 

Enter Faulkland. 

Julia, What means this ? — why this caution, 
Faulkland ? 

Faulk. Alas ! Julia, I am come to take a long 
farewell. 

Julia* Heav'ns ! what do you mean ? 

Faulk, You fee before you a wretch, whofe life is 
forfeited. — Nay, ftart not I — the infirmity of my 
temper has drawn all this mifery on me. — I left you 
fretful and paflionate — an untoward accident drew me 
into a quarrel — the event is, that I muft fly this king- ' 
dom inftantly. — O Julia, had I been fo fortunate as 
to have call'd you mine entirely, before this mif- 
chance had fallen on me, I fhould not fo deeply dread 
my baniftiment !— 

Julia. My foul is opprefs'd with forrow at the 
nature of your misfortune : had thele 3c^NCil"t cyc- 
cumllanccs arifcn from a lefs fatal caufe> 1 SsvoxiN^ 
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have felt flrong iLomfort in the thought that I could 
now chafe from your bofom every doubt of the warm 
fincerrty of myiovc. ■ ■ • — My heart has long known 
no other guardian-^I now intnift my perfon to your 
honour — we will fly together. — ^When fafe from pur- 
fuit, my FatherV will may befidfilled— and I receive 
a legal claim to be the partner of your forrows, and 
tendered comforter, ^hen on the bofom of your 
wedded Julia, you may lull your keen regret to flum- 
bering ; while virtuous love, with a Cherub's handf 
(hall fmoctli the brow of upbraiding thought, and 
pluck the thorn from compunftion. 

Faulk. O Julia ! I am bankrupt in gratitude ! but 
the time is fo preffing, it calls on you for fo hafty a 
refolution. — ^\Vould you not wifli fome hours to weigh 
the advantages you forego, and what httle compen- 
fation poor Faulkland can make you befide his foli- 
tary Ioyc "f 

JuUa, I aflc not a moment. — No, Faulkland, 1 
have lov'd you for yourfelf : and if I now, more 
than ever, pnze the folemn engagement which fo 
long has pledged us to each other, it is bccaufe it 
leaves no room for hatd afperfions on my fame, and 
puts the feal of duty to an ad of love.'— But let us 
rot linger. — Perhaps this dela y * ■ , 

F.M'k, 'Twill be better I flioiild not vpntUre out 
again till dark. — Yet am I grieved to think what 
numbcrlefs diftreflcs will prcfs heavy on your gentle 
dlfpofition ! 

jfuJ'ta, Perhaps your fortune may be forfeited by 
ihh unhappy a£\. — ^1 know T\ci\.\\\\^\\\cc'\\^{Q-l-but 
/ijrc that afont can tvcvet m^V^ w^ MwVa.YJ!^^— ^"^"^ 
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little I have will be fufficient to fupport us ; and ex- 
ile never fliould be fplendid. 

FauIL Aye, but in fuch an abjed (late of life, 
my wounded pride pei'haps may increafe the natural 
freifulneis of my temper, till I become a rude, mo- 
rofe companion, beyond yom- patience to endure. 
Perhaps the rccolledion of a deed my confcience can- 
not juftify, may haunt me in fuch gloomy and unso- 
cial fits, that I (hall hate the tendernefa that would 
relieve me, break from your arms, and quarrel with 
your fondnefs I 

Julla^ If your thoughts (hould-^flu me fo unhappy 
a bent, you will the more want Ibme mild and afTec- 
tionate fpirit to watch over and confole you : — One 
who, by bearing j^d?tfr infirmities with gentlenefs and 
refignation, may teach you y© ta bear the evils of your 
fortune. 

Faulk, Julia, I have proved you^ td the quick ! 
and with this ufelefs device I throw away all my 
doubts.' How (hall I plead to be forgiven this laft 
unworthy, effcd of my. reftlefs, unfatisfied difpof:-- 
tion? 

JuUa, Has no fuchr- difafter happened as you re- 
lated ? 

Faulk. I am afhamed to awn tliat it was all pre- 
tended; yet in pity, Julia, da not kill me with rc- 
fenting a fault which never can be repeated : But 
fealing, . this once, .my pardon, let me to-morrow, in 
the face of Heaven,, receive my future guide and mo- 
nitrefs, and expiate my pad folly, -by. years of tcndtr 
adoration. 
• FauIL Hold, Faulkland I — ^tWt ^^om ^x^'vx^^ \.\vi>:«v 
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a crime, which I before fear'd to name. Heaven 
knows how fincerely I rejoice ! — Thefe are tears of 
thankfulncfs for that ! But that your cruel doubta 
fhould have urged you to an impofition that has 
wrung my heart, gives me now a pang, more keeot 
than I can exprefs ! 

Faulk, By Heav'ns ! JuHa -^-^ 

Julia, Yet hear me.-^ My Father lov'd you,. 

Faulkland ! and' you preferv'd the life that tender 
parent gave me ; in his prefence I pledged my hand 
— joyfully pledged it— rwhere before I had given my 
heart. When, foon after, I loft that parent, it. 
fcem'd to me that Providence had, in Faulkland,^ 
fhewn me whither to transfer, without a paufe, my 
grateful duty, as well as my affeftion ;. Hence JLhave 
been content to bear from you, what pride and deli-., 
cacy would have forbid me from another.-?r-l willnot 
upbraid you, by repeating how you have trifled with 
my fincerity. 



Faulk, I confefs it all ! yet hear-. <— ^ 

Julia. After fuch a year of trial— 1 might have 
flattered myfelf that 1 fliould not have been infult- 
cd with a new probation of my fincerity, as cruel 
as unnecelfai-y ! 1 now fee it is not in your nature 
to be content^ or confident in love. With this 
conviftion — I never will be yours. While I had 
hopes that my perfevering attention, and unreproach* 
ing kindnefs might in time reform your temper, I 
fhould have been happy to have gain'd a dearer influ- 
ence over you ; but I will not furnifh you with a 
llceiikd power to keep alive an incorrigible fiwh^ 
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at the cxpencc of one who never would contend with 
you. 

FaulL Nay, but Julia, by my foul and hoaour, 
'if after this ^ 

Julia, But one word more. — As my faith has once 
been given to you, 1 never will barter it with another, 
— I fhall pray for your happinefs with the trueft fin- 
cerity ; and the deareft blefling I can a(k of Heaven 
to fend you, will be to charm you from that unhap- 
py temper, which alone has prevented the perform- 
ance of our folemn engagement; — All I requeft of 
you is, that you willyourfelf refleft upon this infirmi- 
ty, and when you number- up the many true delights 
it has deprived you of — let it not be your kajl regret, - 
that it loft you the love of one— who would have 
followed you in beggary through the world 1 \JE,x\t. 

Faulk. She's gone! — for evert — There was an 
awcful refolution in her manner, that riveted me to 

xny place-' O Fool !^— -Dolt !— -Barbarian :— Curit 

as I am, with more imperfedions than my fellow- 
wretches, kind Fortune fcnt a Heaven-gifted cherub 
to my aid, and, like a ruffian, I have driven her 
from my fide ! — 1 muft now bade to my appoint- 
ment. — Well, . my mind is tuned for fuch a fcene.-*- 
I (hall wi(h only to become ,a principal in it, and rc- 
verfe the tale my curfed folly put me upon forging 

here. O Love ! — Tormentor ! — Fiend !— whofe 

influence, like the Moon's, ading on men of dull 
fouls, makes idiots of them, but meeting fubtler fpi- 
rits, betrays their courfe, and urges fenfibility to 
madnefs I Q£.\;/. 
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Enter Maid and Lydia. 

MahL My Midrefs, Ma'am, I know^ was hcri^ 
jiid now — perhaps fhe is only in the next room. 

{^Ex'tt Mai4. 

Lycila, Heigh ho ! — Though he has ufed me fo^ 
this fellow runs ftrangely in my head. " I believe one 
ledure from my grave Coufm wjU make n\.e recall:! 
Mim. 

Enter Julia,^ 

Lydia, O Julia, I am come to you with fuch an, 
appetite for confolation.: — Lu(J ! Child, what's the 
matter with you :-t-You have been crying !— I'll bse 
liangedjt if that Favdklajid ha§ not been tormenting 
you ! 

jfulia. You- mifti^ke the caufe of my uneafinefs 1-^ 
Something has flurried me a little. — Nothing that 
you can guefs at.-»-I would not accufe Faulkland taa. 
Siller! l^fide. 

Lydla, Ah ! whatever vexations you may have, I 
can affure you mine furpafs them. — You know who 
JBeverlcy proves to be ? 

Julia. I will now own to you,. Lydia, that Mr- 
Faulkland had before informed me of the whole af- 
fair. Had young Abfolute been the perfon you took 
him for, I fhould not have accepted your confidence 
on thefubje<^, without, a ferious endeavour to coun- 
tcradt your caprice. 

Lydia. So then I fee I have been deceived h^ 
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every - one ! — ^but I don't care — I'll never have 
him. 

Julia. Nay, Lydia 

Lydla, Why, is it rfot provoking? when 1 thought^ 
we were coming to the prettied diftrefs imaginable,- 
to find myfclf made a mere Smithficld bargain of at 

laft There had I projedled one of the moft fenti- 

mental elopements! — ^fo becoming a difguife! — fo 
amiable a ladder of Ropes \ — Confcious Moon — four 
horfes— nScotch parfon — with-fuch furprife to Mrs. 
Malaprop — and fuch paragraphs in the Newfpapers i 
O, 1 fhall die with difappointmcnt. - 

Julia. I don't wonder at it I - 

Lydia. Now — fad reverfe ! — what have I to ex- 
peft, but, after a deal of fli'mfy preparations with a 
birtiop's licence, and my Aunt's bleffing, to go fim- 
pering up to the Altar ; or perhaps be cried thred 
times in a country-church, and have an unmannerly 
fit clerk afk the confent of every butcher in the pa- 
rifh to join John Abfolute and Lydia Languifh," 
SJ^infter ! O, that 1 (hould live to hear my felf called - 
Spinfter ! 

Julia. Melancholy, indeed \ 

Lydia. How mortifying, to r^mtmber the dear 
delicious fhifts I ufed to be put to, to gain half a mi- 
nute's converfatibn with this fellow ! How often 

have I ftole forth, in the coldeft night in January, 
and found him in the garden, ftuck like a dripping 
ftatue ! — There would he kneel to me in the fnow, 
and fneeze and cough fo pathetically ! he fliivcring 
with cold, and I with apprehenfion ! and \\l\\k. vW 
fj^czingbhH iiumb'd-our joints, \\oyj vi'ak.x^x\>j >«avi^\ 

Ns 
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Jvl'ia, But who is there befide Captain Abfolutc^. 
friend ? 

David, My poor Mailer — ;under favour for men- 
tioning him fiift. — You know mci my Lady-— I am 
David — 3nd my Maftcr of courfe is, or was Squire 
Acres. — ThcH comes Squire Faulkland. 

JuHiu Do, Ma'am, let us inftamtly endeavour to 
prevent mifchicf. 

Mrs, Mill, O lie — it would be very enelegant i« 
126 ; — we (hould only participate things. 

David, Ah ! do Mrs. •Aunt, fave a few lives-^ 
they arc defperat^ly given, believe me.— Above all, 
there is that blood-thirfty Phililline, Sir Lucius 
O'Trigger. 

^ Mrs. Mai Sir Lucius O'Trigger !-^0 mercy!' 
have they drawn poor Uttle dear Sir Lucius into^ 
the fcrape ? — Why> howyouiland, girll you have,- 
ao mote feeling than one of the Derbyftiire Putre^ 
fadions 1. 

Lyd'fa. What are we to d6, Madim > 

Mrs^MaL Why, fly with the utmoft felicity to- 
be fure, to prevent mifqhief : — ^hcre, friend — you« 
can (hew us the place .^' 

Fag, If you pleafe, Ma'am, I A^ffl conduft you.. 
—David, do you look, for Sir Anthony. 

[_Exii David. 

Mrs, Mali Come girls !^— this gentleman will ex* 
hort us. — Come, Sir, you're our envoy — ^lead th^ 
way, and we'll precede. 

Fag, Not a ftcp before the ladies for the world I 

Mrs. Mai You're fure you know the fpot. 
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thing is, we (hall'hear the report of the piftols as we 
draw near, fo we can't wcU mifs them ; never fear^ 
Ma- am, never fcar^ [j?;c//, he talking.. 



SCENE II.. 

South Farads,. 

Enter Absolute, putting his fmord under his great- 
coats. 

jihf. A fword £eea in tlie. llreets of Bath, woulc^ 
ralfe as great an. alarm as a mad-dog. — How pro- 
voking this is in Faulkland ! — never punAual! I 
fhall be obliged to go without him at laft. — O,' 

the devil I here's Sir Anthony- how fhall I ef- 

capc him \ 

[^Miiffles up hisfacty and' tales a. circle togooffl. 

Ent$r Sir Anthony. 

Sir jinth. How one may. be deceived at a little. 
diftance ! only that 1 fee he don't know. me, . I could 
have fworn that was Jack I— Hey ! — Gad's life ; it 
16. — Why Jack — what are youaficlid of? — ^hey ! furc 
I'm right. — Why, Jackr-Jack Abfolutc ! 

\Xjoes up to htm^ 

Ahf* Really, Sir, you have the advantage . of 
me : — I don't remember ever to have had the 

honour my name is SauudtiW^ -^x ^fixix W.- 

f/ce. 
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Sir Ahth. Sir, I beg your pardon— I took you— 

hey ! — why, z — ds ! it is Stay 

[^Lookt up to hu face. 
So, fo— your humble "fervant, Mr. Saunderfon ! 
—Why, you fcoundrel, what tricks are you after 
liow ? 

Mf. O ! a joke, Sir, a joke!— I came here on 
purpofe to look for you. Sir. 

Sir Anth, You did ! well, I am glad you were fo 
lucky : — but what arc you muffled up fofor ? — ^what's 
this for ? — hey ? 

Ahf* 'Tis cool, Sir,, isn't it? — rather chilly fomc- 
Ixow: — but I fhall be late* — I have a particular en- 
gagement. 

Sir Anth, Stay. Why, I thought you were 

looking for me ?— Pray, -Jack, where is't you are. 
going. 

Abf. Going, Sir ! 

Sir AniL Aye — ^where are you going? 

Ahf, Where am I going ? 

Sir AntL You unmannerly puppy ! 

Ahf. I was going, Sir, to — to— to— to Lydiia — 
Sir, to Lydia — rto make matters up if 1 could ; — and 
1 was looking for you. Sir, to — to 

Sir Anth. To go with you,. I fuppofe — Well, come 
along. 

Abf. O ! z— ds ! no. Sir, not for the world ! — 1 

wifh'd to meet with you, Sir, to — to — to You 

find it cooU I'ni furc. Sir — ^you'd better not ftay 
out. 

Sir AntL Cool! — not at all— Well, Jack— ando 
y/ ■ ^ you fay to Ly dia J 
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Ahf, O, Sir, beg her pardon, humour her — pro- 
mlfe and vow : — but I detain you, Sir— confider the 
Cold air on your gout. 

Shr Anth, O, not at all ! — not at all I-^Pm in no 
hurry. — Ah ! Jack, you youngllcra when once you 
are wounded here. 

£Putiing his hand to Abfolutc'8 breajl^ 
Hey ! what the deuce have you got here ? 

Mf. Nothing, Sir — ^nothing. 

Sir Anth. What's tliis ? — here's fomething d — n'd 
hard. 

Ahf, O, trinkets, Sir 1 trinkets — a baublej^for 
Lydia 1 

iSir Anth. Nay, let me fee your tafte. 

\_Pulls his coat open i the f word faUs. 
Trinkets ! — a bauble for Lydia ! — z — ds ! (irrah, you 
are not going to cut her throat, are you ? 

Ahf, Ha ! ha I ha ! — I thought it would divert 
you. Sir, though I didn't mean to tell you till after- 
wards. 

Sir /Inth, You didn't? — ^Yes, this is a very divert- 
ing trinket, truly. 

Abf, Sir, I'll explain to you. — You know, Sir^ 
Lydia is romantic— dev'lifh romantic, and very ab- 

furd of courfe : Now, Sir, I intend, if fhe rc- 

fufes to forgive me — to unflicath this fword — and 
fwear — I'll fall upon its point, and expire at her 
feet! 

Sir Anth. Fall upon a fiddle-ftick's end ! — why, I 
fuppofe it is the very thing that would pleafe her— 
Get along, you Fool.-:— 

^l/l Wci], Sir, you ftidl Vk^w ol xsx^ W.^^^**— 
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Acres. No, Sir Lucius — but I fhould. tlirnk forty 
cr cight-and-thirty yard*— — 

Sir Luc. Pho ! pho ! nonfenfe ! three or four feet 
between the mouths of your piflols is as good as a 
mile. 

Acres, Odds bullets, no ! — by my. valour ! there 
18 no merit in killing him (b near : — do, my dear Sir 
Lucius, let me bring him down at a long fhot : — a 
long fhot. Sir Lucius, if you love me ! 

Sir Luc. Well — the gentleman's friend and I muft 
fettle that. — But tell me now, Mr, Acres, in cafe of 
an accident, is there any little will or coramiflion I 
could execute for you ! 

Acres. 1 am much obliged to you. Sir Lucius— 
but I don't undcrttand 

Sir Luc. Why» you may think there's no being 
(hot at without a little rifk — and if an unlucky bullet 
ihould carry a Quietus with it — I fay it will be no 
time then to be bothering you about family mat- 
ters. 

Acres* AQu'etus! 

Sir Luc. For inftance now — if that (hould be the 
cafe — would you chufe to be pickled and fent home ? 
—or would it be the fame to you to lie here in the 
Abbey ; — I'm told there is very fnug lying in the 
Abbey. 

Acres. Pickled !— Snug lying in the Abbey ! — 
Odds tremors! Sir Lucius, don'Ltalkfo! 

Sir Luc, 1 fuppofe, Mr. Acres, you never were 
engaged in an affair of this kind before ? 

j^cres. No, Sir Lucius, never befoi-e. 
Sir Luc. Ah 1 tbat*sa y>^^ \ — ^\X\^\<i'^\v^'CcMi'^V\W 
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being ufed to a thing, — Pray now, how \^ould you 
receive the gentleman's fhot ? 

Mres. Odds files! — Pvc praaifed that— there 
Sir Lucius-.-there \^Puts himfelftn an attitude. 

-^a fide-front, hey ?— Odd » I'll make myfelf fmall 
enough : — I'll ftand edge-ways. 

Sir Luc. Now — you're quite out-^for if you ftand 
fb when I take my aim — ^Levelling at him*^ 

jlcres. Z — ds ! Sir Lucius — are you Cure it is not. 
cock'd? 

Sir Luc » Never fear. 

^cres. But — ^but— *you don't know-^it may go off 
of its own head ! 

Sir Luc. Pho I be eafy«^Well, now if I hit you 
in the body, my buUct has a double chance — for if 
it-miffes a vital part on your right fide— 'twill be very 
hard if it don't fucceed on the left ! 

yfcres, A vital part ! 

Sir Lye. But, there — fix yourfclf fo-^ 

[^Blacmg Mm^ 
let him fee the broad-fide of your full front-^there— 
now a ball or two may pafs clean thro* your body, 
imd never do any harm at all. • 

ylcres. Clean thro' me ! — a ball or two clean thro* 
me! 

Sir Luc. Aye-^^may they — and it is much the gen-, 
teeleft attitude into the bargain. 

jicres. Look'ee ! Sir Lucius — Pd juft as leive be 
ihot in an aukward pofture as a genteel one-— fo, by 
eiy valour ! I will ftand edge-ways. 

Sir Luc. (Lopkiu^ at his watch,) Sure the^^ dQ'afV 
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mean to difappoint us — Kah !— ^no. faith — I tliink .1 
Ice them coming. 

Acres, Pley I— -what I-i-coming. ! 

Sir Luc, Aye — rWho are thofe yoncjcr getting ov;:r 
the llile ? 

Acres. There are two of tliem, indeed ! — well-r- 
let them come — hey, Sir Lucius ! — ^we — we— we— 
we — won't run.— 

Sir Luc. . Run ! . 

Acres* No. — I fay— we wo«V rut, by my va- 
lour ! 

Sir Luc. What the devil's the matter with you ? 

Acres. Nothing — nothing — my dear friend — my 
dear Sir Lucius — ^but I-I-Ldon't feel quite fo bold, . 
fomehow — as I did. 

Sir LvCo O fie !— confider your honour. 

Acre^, Aye — itrue — my honour — Do, Sir Lucius* . 
edge in a word or two every now and then about my 
honour. 

Sir Luc. Well, here they're coming. ^Looking^ . 

Acres. Sir Lucius — if I wa'n't with you, I ihould. 
almofl think I was afraid — if my valour fhould leave 
roc !— Valour will come and go. 

Sir Luc. Then pray keep it faft, while you have 
it. 

Acres. Sir Luckis — I doubt it is going-— yes— 
my valour is certainly going ! — it is fneaking off !— ^ 
I feel it oozing out as it were at the palms of my 
hands ! 

Sir Luc. Your honour^— your honour.-«-Hcrc they 
are.. 
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Acres. O mercy! — now — that I wasfafc at Clad- 
Hall /—or could be (hot before 1 was aware! 

ErUer Faulkland and Absolute. 

' Sir Luc, Gentlemen, your moil obedient — hah !— 
^vhat, Captain Abfolute !-^So, 1 fuppoft, Sir, you 
are come here, jtift like myfelf — to do a kind office, 
£rft for your friend — then to proceed to bufinefs on 
your own acfcount. 

j^cres. What, Jack ! — my dear Jack 1 — ^my dear 
friend ! 

j^bf. Hark'ee, Bob, Beverley* s at han'd. 

Sir Luc. Well, Mr. Acres — I don't blame your 
faluting the gentleman civilly. — So, Mr. Beverley, 
(To Faulkland) if you'll choofe your weapons, the 
Captain and 1 will tneafure the ground* 

Faulk, My Weapons, Sir. 

ylcres. Odds life ! Sir Lucius, Pnl not going 
to fight Mr. Faulkland ; thefe are my particular 
friends. 

Sir Luc. What, Sir, did not you come here to 
fight Mr. Acres ? 

Faulk. Not I, upon my word. Sir. 

Sir Luc. Well, now, that's mighty provoking I 

But 1 hope, Mr. Faulkland, as there are three of 

tis come on purpofe for the game — ^you won't be 

fo cantanckerous as to fpoil the party by fitting 

^but. 

Jlhf. O pray, Faulkland, fight to oblige Sir Lii- 
Cius. 

Faulk^ Nay, if Mr. Acres is fo bent ou tbe. tw&.l- 
ter. 



^lo THE iOVALS. ActV. 

Acres. No, no, Mr. Faulkland — 1*11 bear my dlf- 
pointment like a Chriftian — Look'cc, Sir Lucius, 
there's no occafion at all for me to fight ; and if it 
is the fame to you, I'd as lieve let it alone. 

Sir Zi/^.tObferve me, Mr. Acres — I muft not be 
trifled with. You have certainly challenged fome- 

Ijody and you came here to fight him — Now, if 

that gentleman is willing to reprefent him — 1 can't 
fee, for my foul, why it isn't juft the fame thing. 

Acres. Why no — Sir Lucius — I tell you, 'tis one 
Beverley I've challenged — z fellow, you fee, that 
dare not (hew his face ! If he were here, I'd make 
him give up his pretenfions directly ! — 

Abf. Hold, Bob— let me fet you right — ^there 
is no fuch man as Beverley in the cafe. — The per- 
fon who aflumed that name is before you ; and as 
his pretenfions are the fame in both chara^Siers, he 
is ready to fupport them in whatever way you 
pleafe. 

Sir Luc. Well, this is lucky — Now you have an 
opportunity — 

Acres. What, quarrel with my dear friend Jack 
Abfolute — not if he were fifty Beverleys ! Z — ds ! 
Sir Lucius, you would not have me be fo unnatu^ 
ral. 

Sir Luc. Upon my confcience, Mr. Acres, your 
valour has oo%ed away with a vengeance ! 

Acres. Not in the leaft ! Odds Backs and Abet- 
tors ! I'll be your fecond with all my heart — and if 
you ihould get a ^letusy you may command me 
entirely. I'll get yovifnug lying in the Alhey here; 
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or pickle you, and fend you over to Blunderbufs- 
hall, or any thing of the kind with the greatcft plea- 
fure. 

Sir Luc. Pho I pho ! you are little better than a 
coward. 

Acres, Mind, gentlemen, he calls me a Coward i 
Coward was the word, by my valour ! 

Sir Luc. Well, Sir? 

Acres, Look'ee, Sir Lucius, *ti6n't that I mind 
the word Coward — Coward may be faid in joke- 
But if you had call'd me a Poltroon^ Odds Daggers 
-and Balls 

^/> Luc, Well, Sir ? 

Acres, 1 fhould have thouglit you a very ill- 
bred man. 

Sir Luc, Pho ! you are beneath my Notice. 

AhJ. Nay, Sir Lucius, you -can't hav€ a better 

fccond than my friend, Acres He is a moft 

determined dog — calPd in the country, Fighting Bob. 

He generally kills a man a week ; don't you. 

Bob? 

Acres, Aye — at home ! — 

Sir Luc, Well then. Captain, 'tis we muft begin 
— ^fo come out, my little counfellor, 

[^Draws his /word. 
and aflc the gentleman, whether he will refign the 
lady, without forcing you to proceed againft him ? 

Abf, Come on then, Sir ; (draws) fince you 
won't let it be an amicable fuit, here's my reply. 
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^/i/i?r Sir Anthony, David, an^ the Vf omen. 

David. Knock 'em ^11 down, fweet Sir Anthony, 
knock down my Mailer in particular— and bind his 
hands over to their good behaviour ! 

Sir jitith. Put up, Jack, put up, or I (hall be ift 
a.phrenzy — how came you in a diicl. Sir ? 

jihf. Faith, Sir, that gentleman can tell you bet- 
ter than I ; 'twas he calPd on me, and you know^ 
Si\*, I ferve his Majefty. 

Sir Anth. Here's a pretty fellow'! I catch lilni 
going to cut a man's throat, and he tells me, he 

fervcs his Majefty ! Zounds ! firrah, then how 

durft you draw the King's fword againft one of his 
fubje6ls ? 

Alf, Sir, \ tell you I That genfleman call'd me 
out, without explaining his reafons. 

Sir Anlh. Gad ! Sir, how come you to call my 
fon out, without explaining your reafons ? 

Sir Luc. You fon. Sir, infulted me m a mannei* 
which my honour could not brook. 

AV -^«/y^. Zounds ! Jack, how durft you infult 
the gentleman in a manner which his honour could 
not brook ? 

Mrs. Mai. Come, come, let's have tio Honour 
before ladies — Captain Abfolute, come here — Yioir 
could you intimidate us fo ? — Here's Lydia has been 
terrified to death for you. 

AhJ. For fear I (hould be kill'd> or efca]pc, 
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Mrs, Mai, Nay, no delufions to the paft — Lydia 
' IS convinc'd ; fpeak child. 

Sir Luc. With your leave, Ma'am, I muft put in 
a word here — 1 believe I could interpret the young 
Lady's filence — Now mark^ 

Lydia, What is it you mean, Sir ? 

Sir Luc. Come, come, Delia, we muft be fenoiis 
now — this is no time for trifling. 

Lydia, 'Tis true, Sir ; and your reproof bids me 
offer this gentleman my hand, and folicit the return 
of his affeftions. 

Mf, O ! my little angel, fay you fo ? — Sir Lu- 
cius — I perceive there mull be fome miftake here 
— with regard to the affront which you affirm I 
have given you. I can only fay, that it could not 
have been intentional. And as you muft be con- 
vinced, that I fhould not fear to fupport a real 
injury-^you fhall now fee that I am not afhamed 
to atone for an inadvertency — I aflc your pardon. — 
But for this hidy, while honoured with her ap- 
probation, I will fupport my claim again ft any maa 
whatever. 

Sirjinth. Well faid, Jack, and I'll ftand by you, 
my Boy. 

Acres. Mind, I give up all my claim — I make no 
pretenfions to any thing in the world — and if I can't 
get a wife, without fighting for her, by my Valour ! 
I'll live a batchelor. 

Sir Luc, Captain, give me your hand — an 
ffront handfomcly acknowledged becomes ^^ <:5^- 

o 
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ligation— and as for the Lady — if fhc choofes to 
deny her ovm hand-writing here-* 

[7fli« out lettert* 

Mrs. Mai. O, he will diflblve my myftery ! — Sir 
Lucius, perhaps there's fome miftake — perhaps, I 
can illuminate — 

Sir Luc. Pray, old gentlewoman, don't interfere, 
Where you have no bufinefs. — Mifs Languifh, are 
you my Delia, or not ? 

^I.jdla, Indeed, Sir Lucius, I am not. 

[Lydia and Abfolutc <walk qfidi, 

Mrs. Mai. Sir Lucius O'Trigger — ungrrtcful as 
you are — I own the foft impeachment — pardon my 
blufhes, I am Delia. 

Sir Luc. You Delia — pho ! pho ! be eafy. 

Mrs. Mai, Why, thou barbarous Vandyke— 
tliofe letters are mine — ^When you are more fcflfiblc 
of my benignity — ^perhaps I may be brought to en- 
courage your addrelTes. 

Sir Luc. Mrs. Malaprop, I am extremely fenfibic 
of your condefcenfion ; and whether you or Lucy 
have put this * trick upon me, 1 am equally be* 
liolden to you. — And to fhew you -I'm not un« 
grateful. Captain Abfolute ! fince you have taken 
that lady from me, I'll give you my Delia into the 
bargain. 

Mf. 1 am much obliged to you, Sir Lucius ; 
ibut here's my friend, fighting Bob, unprovided 
fur. 

Sir Luc. Hah ! little Valour — here, will you 
^ make your fortune ? 

jlcTcs. OddsWrinkk&l No. — "But give me your 
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hand, Sir Lucius, forget and forgive ; but if ever I 
grve you a chance oi pickling me again, lay Bob Acl:^s 
k a Dunce, that's alU 

Sir jifitL Come, Mrs. Malaprop, don't be call 
down — you are in your bloom yet. 

Mrs. Mai, O Sir Anthony ! — mtn are all barbaric 
ans — \_AH retire but Julia and Faulklandi. 

^ Julia. He feems dejeded and unhappy — not 
fiilleu-^hcre was fome foundation, however, for 
the talc he told me— — -O woman ! how true fhould 
be your judgment, when your refolution is fa 
weak ! 

Faulk, Julia ! — ^how can I fue for what I fo little 
deferve ? I dare not prcfume---yet Hope is the Child 
of Penitence. 

Julia, Oh 1 Faulkland, you have not been more 
feulty in your unkind treatment of me, than I am 
now in wanting inclination to refent it. As my heart 
honelily bids me place my weaknefs to the account 
of love, I fhould be ungeneVous not to admit the 
fame plea for your's* 

Faulh. Now I fhallbebleft indeed! 

[Sir Anthony comes forwards 
Sir Atuh, What*6 going on here ? — So you have 

been quarrelling too, I warrant. Come, Julia, 

I never interfered before ; but let me have a hand 
ill the matter at feft. — All the faults I have ever 
feen ift my friend Faulkland, feemed to proceed 
from what he calk the delicacy and 'wai-mih of hit 

afFe6iion for you -There, itiarry him dir^^V^v 

Julia, you'll find hc'U mend {uTpn^\Tv^^ \ 

^Tlae r/Jl <:ot»\c forward* 

O2 



^ V 
TRIE 

TO 

SCARBOROUGH. 

A 

COMEDY. 
BY R. B. SHERIDAN, ESQ^ 

ADAPTED POa 

rjIEArRJCAL REPRE8B<NrArJ0$^. 

AS PERrORMED AT THE 

T H E A T R E - R O Y A Ih , 
DRURY-LANE. 



ALTERED FROM' 



VanbrugVs Relapfe ; or^ Virtue in Danger* - 

REGULATED FROM THE PROMPT-BOOK, 
By Ptrmijfiom ojtht Managtri* 

** The Line* diltioguiihed by inverted Commas^ are umittod in th<* Rcpt-efenUtiun. ' 

DUBLIN ; 



PRINTED Br WILLIAM PORTER, 



FOR WILLIAM JONES, NO. ^6, BKVML-^-^^KSXTt* . 

m 



M Dec ]LCU1, 



TRIE 

TO 

SCARBOROUGH, 

A 

COMEDY. 



BY R. B. SHERIDAN, ESQ^ 

ADAPTED POa. 

rHEArRJCAL REPRESBNrAriOi^ 

AS PERFORMED AT THE 

T H E A T R E - R O Y A Ih , 
DRURY-LANE. 



ALTERED FROM' 



Vanbrugh^s Relapfe ; ory Virtue in Danger. 

REGULATED FROM THE PROMPT-BOOK. 
By Permijion ojtht Managtri* 

<* The I*iae* diltioguiflled by inverted Commas^ are umittod in th«* Kcpiefenutiun.' 

DUBLIN ; 

PRINTED Br WILLIAM PORTER, 

FOR WILLIAM JONES, NO. g6, DA.M.t.?»'V^OSX?i. 

M Dec XCIU, i 



^ 

^ 

^ 



PROLOGUE. 



WRITTEN BY DAVID GARRICK^ ESQi. 
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What various transformations wi? remarfy 

From Eqft JVhltechapel to the Wejl Hyde-park t 

Meriy ixxomeriy children^ houjes^jignsyandfafbions^- 

State y Jlagey trade ^ tajlcy the humours and thepaffionsj 

77>' Exchange, ^ Change-alley y ivberefoe^eryour ranging,. 

Court, city, country, all are changed, or changing ; 

Thejlreets fometime ago, werepav*d nvithjlones^ 

Which, -aided by a hackney coach ^ half] broke your hones ^ • 

The purejl lovers then indulged no blifs ; 

They run great ha%ard if they Jhle a kifs — 

One chafte falute— the Damfel cry'd, O fye ! 

j^s they approached, flap went the coach aivay, 

— Poor Sylvia got a bunipf and Damon a black eye. 

But now weak nerves in hackney coaches roam, 

j4nd the crammed glutton fnores unjolted home .• 

Of former times that poUJh^d thing a Beau, 

Is metamorphosed now, from top to foe ; 

Then the full ^axen wig, Jpread o'er the Jhouldersy 

ConceaPd thejkallow head from the beholders I 

But now the whole *s reifers'd — each fop appears. 

Cropped, and trimmed up — expnfmg head and ears ; ' 

The buckle then it's modejl limits knew — 

Now, like the ocean, dreadful to the view, 

//a//j droLe it's bounds, andf'wallo'w: uj iLe J\ioc v .' 
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TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH. 



j^CT I. SCENE I. 



7 he Hal! of an Inn. 



Enter Young Fashion and'LoKY — Poflillion /&/- 
lowing with a Portmanteau, 

Y. Fashion. 

Lory, pay the poft-boy, and take the portman- 
teau. 

Lory. Faith, Sir, we had better let the poft-boy 
take the portmanteau and pay himfelf. 

T. Faf. Why, fure there's fomcthing left in it. 

Lory, Not a rag, upon my honour, Sir — we eat 
the laft of your wardrobe at Newmalton — and if we 
had had twenty miles farther to go, our next meal 
muft have been off the cloak-bag. 

T. Faf. Why, 'fdeath it appears full. 

Lory. Yes, Sir^— I made bold to ftuff it with hay, 
to fave appearances^ and look^lk^W^^^<)*^^« 
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Enter Colonel Townly. 

My dear Colonel, I am rejoiced to meet yoiv 
here. 

Townly» Dear Tom, this is an unexpe6led plea- 
fure — what, are you come to Searbro' to be prefent 
at your brother's wedding ? 

Lory, Ah, Sir, if'it had been his funeral, we 
fhould have come with pleafurc. 

Townly, What^ honeft Lory, are you with your 
mafter ftill ? 

Lory, Yes, Sir, I have been ftarving with him ever 
fince I faw your honour laft. 

T, Faf. Why, Lory is an attach'd rogue ; therc'a 
no getting rid of him. 

Lory, True, Sir, as my mafler fays, there's no 
fcducing me from his fervicc, 'till he's able to pay 
me my wages. "^ S^Afide, 

T. Faf, Go, go. Sir — ^and take care of the bag- 
gage- 

Lory. Yes, Sir — ^the baggage! — O Lord! — I 

fuppofe, Sir, I muft charge the landlord to be very 
particular where he ftovvs this. 

T. Faf, Get along, you rafcal. 

[^Exit Lory, with the Portmanicatu 
But, Colonel, are you acquainted with my propofed 
fifter-in-lavv ? 

Townly, Only by charader — ^her father, Sir Tun« 
belly Clumfey, lives within a quarter of a mile of this 
place, in a lonely old houfe, which nobody cornea 
near. She never goes abroad, nor fees company at 
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home ; to prevent all misfortunes, (he has her breed- 
ing within doors; the parfon of the parifh teaches 
her to play; upon the dulcimer ; the clerk to fing, 
her nurfe to drefs^ and her fether to dance: — in fhort, 
nobody has free admiflion there but our old acquaint- 
ance, Mother Coupler, who has procured your bro- 
ther this match, and is, I believe, a diftant relation 
of Sir Tunbclly's. 

T. Faf, But is her fortune fo confiderable ? 

Townly, Three thoufand a year, and a good fum 
of money independent of her father befide. 

T, Faf, 'Sdeath 1 that my old acquaintance, dame 
Couplet, could not have thought of me as well as my 
brother for fuch a prize. 

Townly. Egad I wouldn't fwear that you are 
too late— his Lordfhip, I know, hasn't yet feen tha 
lady, and, I believe, has quarrelled with his patro- 

T. Faf. My dear Colonel, what an idea have you 
ftarted? 

Toivnly. Purfue it if you 'Can, and I promife you, 
you fhall have my ailiflance ; for befides my natural 
contempt for his Lordihip, I have at prefent the en- 
mity of a rival towards him. 

T. Faf. What, has he been addrefling your old 
Hame, the fprightly Widow Berinthia ? 

Townly. Faith, Tom, I am at prefent moft whim- 
fically circuiiftanced— I came here near a month agcT 
to meet the lady you mention ; but (he failing in her 
promife, I, partly from pique, and partly from idle- 
ncfs, have been diverting my chagrin \y\ ofcnxv^>ix^ 
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chafte inccnfc to the beauties of Amanda, our friend 
LoYclefs's wife. 

T. Faf, I have never feen her, but have heard her 
fpoken of as a youthful wonder of beauty and pru* 
dence. 

Tvwnly, She is fo indeed ; and Lovelefs being too 
carelcfs and infenfible of the treafure he pofreffes — my 
lodging in the fame houfe has given me a thoufand 
opportunities of making my afliduities acceptable } 
ib that in kfs than a fortnight, I began to bear 
my difappointment from the widow, with the mo& 
Chriiiian refignation. 

T. Faf, And Berinthia has never appear'd ? 
Townly. O there's the perplexity ; for juft as £ 
began not to care whether I ever faw her agaia or 
not, laft night fhe arrived* 

Y' Faf And inftantly reaflumed her empire. 
Totvnly. No faith — we met — but the lady^not con* 
defcending to give me any ferious reafons for having 
fooPd me for a month, I left her in a huff. . 

r. Faf. Well, well, I'U. anfwcr for't, {He'll fooii: 
refume her power, efpecially as friendihip will pre- 
vent your purfuing the other too far— but my cox- 
comb of a brother, is an admirer of Amanda's too, is 
be? 

Townly. Yes ; and I believe is moft heartily dc- 
fpifed by her — ^but come with me, and you ftudl :fce 
her and your old friend Lovelefs. 

T. Faf \ muft pay my refpefts to his Lordifaip 
—perhaps you can dire6l me to his lodgings. 
Townly. Come >w\\.\\ m^, I (hill ^a6 by it, , 
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T. Faf. I wifh you could pay the vifit for mc ; or 
could tell me what I fhould fay to him. 

Townly. Say nothing to him — ^apply yourfelf to 
his bag, his fword, his feather, his fnuff-box ; and 
when you are well wit(i. them, defire him to lend 
you a thoufaud pounds, and I'll engage you prof* 
per. 

7". Fqf, 'Sdeath and furies ! why was that? cox- 
comb thruft into the world before me ? O Fortune ! 
Fortune I thou art a jilt, by Gad. {^Exit* 



SCENE //.. 

^ Drsffing-Roomm 

Lord FoFPiNGjON^ in hU Night Gotun^ and La 
Varqle* 

Z. Fop^ Well, 'tis an unfpeakable pleafurc to be 
a man of quality — ftrike me dumb !— even the boors 
of this Northern fpa have learn'd th© refpeft due to 
a title — La Yaiole ! 

La Var. Mi Lo r 

/. Fop. You han*t yet been at Muddy-Moat-HaU 
to announce my arrival, have you f 

La Var. Not yet, mi Lor. 

L. Fop. Then you need not go till Saturday. 

[^Ex'tt La Varolc. 
. as 1 am in no pa^'ticular hafte to view my mU\xds5i 
Spofa — I /hall facrifice a day or Vwoxstfyc^ \» "CckS.\^»*, j 
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fuit of my friend Lovekfs's wlfe-^ Amanda is a charm- 
ing creature— .ftrikc me ugly ; and if I have any dif- 
cemment in the world, (he thinks nolefsof my Lord 
Foppington. 

Enier La Varole* 

La Far. Mi Lor, dc fhoemaker, de taylor, de 
hofier, de fempftrefs, dc peru, be aU ready, if your 
lord/hip pleafe to drefs. 

L. Fop, 'Tis well, admit them. 

L. Var. Hey, Meifieurs, entrez, 

Enier Taylor, &c. &c. 

Z. Fop. ^Oy gentlemen, I hope you have all 
taken pains to (hew yourfelves mailers in your profcf- 
iions. 

TayL 1 think I may prefume to fay, Si r 

La Van My Lor, you clown you ! 

TayL My Lord, I afk your LordQiip's pardon, 
my Lord. I hope, my Lord, your Lordfhip will 
pleafe to own, 1 Iiave brought your Lordfliip as ac- 
complifhed a fuit of clothes as ever Peer of England 
wore, my Lord'— will your Lordfhip pleafe to try *em 
now I ■ 

L. Fop. Ay; but let my people difpofe the glaflea 
fo, tliat I may fee myfelf before and behind j for I 
love to fee myfelf all round. 
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[^Whllft he puts on his clothes^ enter YovHG Fashioh 
ami Lory.] 

T. Faf, Hey-day ! What the devil have we here ? 
— Sure my gentleman's grown a favourite at court, 
he has got fo many people at his levee. 

Lory. Sir, thefe people come in order to make 
him a favourite at court — they are to eftablifh him 
with the ladies. 

T. Faf. Good Heav'n \ to what an ebb of tafte 
are women fallen, that it fhould be in the power 
of a laced coat to recommend a gallant to them ! 

Lory. Sir, Taylors and Hair-dreflers are now be- 
come the bawds of the nation — 'tis they that debauch 
all the women. 

T. Faf. Thou fay'ft true ; for there's that fop now 
has not, by nature, wherewithal ^ to move a cook 
maid : and by the time thefe fellows have done with 
him, egad he fhall melt down a Countefs — but now 
for my reception. 

'L. Fop. Death and eternal tortures ! Sir — I fay 
the coat is too wide here by a foot. 

Tayl. My Lord, if it had been tighter, 'twould 
neither have hook'd nor button'd. 

L. Fop. Rat the hooks and buttons, Sir, can any 
thing be worfe than this ? — As Gad fhall jedge me ! 
it hangs on my fhoulders like a chairman's fur- 
tout. 

TayL 'Tis not for me to difpute your Lqrdfliip's 
fancy. 

Lory, There, Sir, obferve what ttC^t^K ^o^^. 
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T. Faf. Refpeft I — D — n him for a cpxcomly — 
kiit let's accoft him. — Brother, I'm yout humble fer* 
vant. 

L. Fop. O Lard, Tam, I did not expert you in 
England — rBrother, Pm glad to fee you — ^but what 
has brought you to Scarbro', Tam ?*-Look yoUf 
Sir, (To the Taylor) I (hall never be reconciled to 
this naufeous wrapping gown ; therefore, pray get 
me another fuit with all poiTible expedition ; for this 
is my eternal averfion— Well, but Tam, you don't 
tell me what has driven you to Scarbro' ?-»— Mrs. Cal- 
licoe, are not you of my mi«d ? 

SemfJ'. Direftly, my Lord. — 1 hope . your Lord- 
(hip is pleafed with your ruffles ? 

^L. Fop, In love with them, ftab my vitals!-— 
Bring my bill, you (hall be paid to-morrow. 

Semp/, I humbly thank your Lord(hip« 

^Exh Sempftrcfs. 

L. Pop. Heark thee, (hoemaker, thefe (hoes a'nt 
ugly, but they don't l&t me. 

Shoemaier. My Lord, 1 think they fit you very 
well. 

L. Fop. They hurt me juft below the inllep. 

Shoefnaker. (Feeling hkfooU) No> my Lord, they 
-don't hurt you there. 

X. Fop. I tell the€ tlicy pinch me execrably. 

Shoemaker. Why then, my Lord, if thofc (Kocs 
pinch you, I'll be d — n'd. 

L. Fop. Why, wilt thou undertake to perfuadc 
Mie I cannot feel ? 

Shoemalier. Your Lordfhip may pleafe to fed whit 
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you think fit^ but that fhoe does not hurt you-^I 
think I underftand my trade. 

i. Fop. Now, by all that's good and powerful, 
thou art an incomprehenfible coxcomb — but thou 
makeft good fhoes> and fo I'll bear with thee. 

Shoemaker, My Lord> I have worked for half the 
people of quality in this town thefe twenty years, and 
'tis very hard I fliouldii't know when a fhoe hurt8> 
and when it don't. 

Z. Fop. Well, prithee be gbne about thy bufinefs. 

[^Eicit Shoemaker. 
Mr. Mendlegs, a word with you. The calves oiF 
thefe (lockings are thick en 'd a little too miich ; they 
make my legs look like a porter's. 

Mendlegs. My Lord, methinks they look mighty 
well. 

L, Fop. Ayej but you are not fo good a judge of 
thofe things as I am — I have ftudy'd them all my lifc^ 
— therefore pray lei the next be the thicknefs of a * 
crown-piece lefs. 

Mendlegs. Indeed, my Lord, they are the fame! 
kind I had the honour to furnifh your Lordfhip with 
in town. 

Zm. Fhp. Very pdflibly, Mr. Mendlegs ; but that 
was in the beginning of the wintef ; and you (hould 
always remember, Mr. Hofier, thit if you make a 
Nobleknan's fpring legs as robiift as his autumnal 
calves, you • commit a monftrous im'propriety, and 
make no allowance for the fatigue? of the winter. 

Jew. I hope, my Lord, thofe buckles have had 
the unfpeakable fatisfaftioii of being honoured *witk 
your Lordfliip's approbation} j 
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Z. Fop. Why, they are of a pretty fancy ; but 
don't you think them rather of the fmall^il ? 

Jew, My Lord, they could not well be larger to 
keep on your Lordfliip's (hoe. 

L. Fop> My good Sir, you forget that thefe mat* 
ters arc not as they ufed to be : formerly, indeed, 
the buckle was a fort of machine, intended to keep 
on the (hoe ; but the cafe is now quite reverfed, and 
the fhoe is of no earthly ufe, but to keep on the 
buckle. — Now, give me my watches, and the bufi- 
nefs of the morning, will be pretty^ well over, 

r. Faf. Well, Lory, what doft think on't ?— a 
very friendly reception from a brother after three yean 
abfence ! . 

Lory. Why, Sir, 'tis your own fault — ^here yoU 
have flood ever fince you came in, and have not com- 
mended any one thing that belongs to him^ 

T. Faf. Nor ever fhall, while they belong to a 
coxcomb. — Now your people of biifinefs are gone, 
brother, I hope I may obtain a quarter of an hour's 
audience of you ? 

//• Fop, Faith, Tam, I muft beg you'll excufe 
me at this time, for I have an engagement which I 
would not break for the falvation of mankind. Hey! 
•—there ! — is my carriage at the door I — You'll ex- 
cufe me, brother. [_Going, 

T. Faf, Shall you be back to dinner ? 

Z. Fop. As Gad fhall jedge me, I can't tell, 
for it is paiTible I may dine with fome friends at Don- 
ner's. 

T. Faf, Shall I meet you there ? for I muft needs 
vAk with you. 
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Z. FoJ>. That I'm afraid may'nt be quite fo pro- 
per ; — for thofe I commonly cat with are a people / 
of nice converfation ; and you know. Tarn, your 
education has been a little at large — but there are 
©ther ordinaries in town — ^very good beef o*.dinariea 
—I fuppofe, Tarn, you can eat beef ? — However, 
dear Tam, I'm glad to fee thee in England, flap my 
vitals i • £ExiU 

T. Fa/. Hell and furies! Is this to "be borne > 

Lory. Faith, Sir, I could almoft have given him 
a knock o' the pate myfelf. 

T. Faf. 'Tis enough ; I will now fliew you the ex- 
cefs of my paffion, by being very calm. — Come, Lo* 
ry, lay your loggerhead to mine, and, in cold blood, 
let us contrive his deftrudtion. 

Lory. Here comes a head. Sir, would contrive it • 
better than us both, if ihe would but join in the con- 
federacy. 

T. Faf. By this light, Madam Coupler; fhe 
feems difiatisfied at fomething: let us obfervc 
her* 

'Enitr Coupler. 

Coup. Soh ! 1 am likely to be well rewarded for 
my fervices, truly ; my fufpicions, I find, were but 
too juft — What ! refufe to advance me a paltry fum, 
when I am upon the point of making him mailer of a 
Galloon ! But let him look to the confequences, an 
ungrateful, narrow-minded coxcomb. 

T. Faf. So he is, upon my foul, old lady: it 
muft be my brother you fpeak of. 

Coujf. Hah! — -ftripling, Kow camt ,'|Q>^ ^^^^^^ 



.^38 A TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH. Act I. 

What, has fpent all, hey* ? And art thou come to 
(liin his Lordfhip for afiiftaBce ? 

T, Faf» No ; — I want ibmebody's afliilance to 
ciit his Lordfliip's throat, without the rifque of being 
hang'd fjr him. 

Coup, Egad, firrah, I could help thee to do him 
almoft as good a turn without the danger of being 
burnt in the hand for't. 

r. Faf, How — how, old Mifchief ? 

Coup, Why, you muft know I have done you the 
kindnefs to make iip a match for your brother. 

T. Faf. Vm very much beholden toyoij, truly. 

X^Qup. You may before the wedding-day yet : the 
lady is a great heircfs, the match is concluded,* the 
writings are drawn, and his lordfhip is come hither 
. to put the finifhing hand to the bufmefs. 

T» Faf, I underftand as much. 

Coup. Now you mull know, {tripling, your bi'O- 
ther's a knave. 

r. Faf. Gqod. 

Coup. He has given me a bond of a thoufaad 
pounds for helping him to his fortune, and has pro- 
,mired me as much more in ready money upon the day 
of the marriage ; which, I underftand by a friend, 
he never defigns to pay me ; and his juft now refuf- 
ing to pay me a part, is a proof ^of it. If^ there- 
fore, you will be a geperous young rogue, and fc- 
cure me five thoufand pounds, I'll help you to tUc 
lady. 

T. Faf. And how the ^evil wilt thou do that ? 
Coup. Without l\\e dt\\V^ ^\d, I warrant ,thee. 
Thy brother's fuce no-- otvt ol N.\\t. l^m'\'^ ^^tx \aw\ . 



I 
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the whole bufinefs has been managed by me, and all* 
the letters go thro' my hands. Sir Tunbelly Clum- 
fey, my relation, (for that's the old gentleman's 
name) is apprized of his Lordftiip's being down here„ 
and expe6ls him to-morrow to receive his daughter's 
hand ; but the Peer, I find, means to bait here a, 
few days longer, to recover the fatigue of his jour- 
ney, 1 fuppofe. Now you fhall go to Muddymoat- 
hall In this place. I'll give you a letter of introduce 
tlon ; and if you don't marry the girl before fun-fet, 
you deferve to be hang'd before morning. 

T. Faf. Agreed, agreed ; and for thy reward- 
Cow/. Well, well ; — tho' I warrant thou haft not 
a farthing cf money in thy pocket now-r-no— one 
may fee it in thy face. 

T* Faf. Not a foufe, by Jupiter, 
Coup, Muft I advance then ? — well, be at my 
l-odgings next door this evening, and I'll fee what 
may be done — ^We'll fign and feal, and when I have 
given thee fome farther inftrudlions, thou flialt hoift 
fail and be gone. [^Exit Coupler. 

T.Faf. So, Lory; Providence thou feeft at laft 
ta^ites care of merit : we are in a fair way to be great 
people. 

Lory. Aye, Sir, if the devil don't ftep between 
the cup and the lip, as he ufes to do. 

7\ Faf, Why, faith, he has play'd me many a 
damn'd trick to fpoil my fortune ; and, egad, I'm* 
almoft afi:aid he's at work about it again now ! but if 
I fliould tell thee how, thou'dft wonder at mc. 
Lory. Indeed, Sir, I (hould wot. 
r. Fa/: How doft know > 

P 2 
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Lory. Bccauff, Sir, 1 have wondered at you fo 
often, I can wonder at you no more. 

7*. Fa/. No ! what wouldft thou fay if a qualm <rf 
. coiifcicncc fhould fpoil my defign ? 
* J^ory, I would cat my words, and wonder more 
than ever ! 

7\ Faf. Why fnith, Lory, tho' I am a young 
Rake-htll, and have phiy'd many a rogueifh trick, 
this is fo full-grown a cheat, I fmd I mufl take pains 
to come up to't rl have fcruples. 

/.orr. They are lirong fymptoms of death. If 
you find they encreafe, Sir, pray make your will. 

T* Faf. No, my confcience (han't ftarve me nei- 
ther, but thus far Pll liften to it. Before I execute 
this pn>jtft, I'll try my brother to the bottom. If 
he has yet fo much humanity about him as to aflift 
roe (iho* with a moderate aid) I'll drqp my projcA 
at his feet, and fliew him how I can do for him much 
more than what Pd aik hcM do forme. This ont 
conclufive trial of him I rcfolve to make.— 

Suivccd or L\\\ ftill vidory's my lot, 'I 

If I fubdue his heart, 'tis well — if not jt 

1 will fubdue my confcience to my p!ot. J 
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. ACT II. SCENE I. 



Enler Loveless and Amanda*- 

Loveless. 

How do you like thefe lodgings, my dear ? For my 
part, I am fo well pleas'd with them, I (hall hardly 
remove whilft we flay here, if you are fatisfied. 

Aman. I am fatisfied with every thing that pleafea 
you, elfe I had hot come to Scarbro' at all. 

LoviL O ! a little of the noife- and folly of this 
place, will fweeten the pleafures of our retreat ; we 
fhall find the charms of our retirement doubled when 
we return to it.- " ^ 

Aman, That pleafing profpe6l will be my chiefeft 
entertainment, whilfl, much againft my will, I en*, 
gage in thofe empty pleafures which 'tis fo much the 
fafhion to be fond of. 

LoveL I own moft of them are, indeed, but emp- 
ty ; yet there are delights, of which a private life is 
deflitute, which may divert an honeft man, and be a 
harmlefs entertainment to a virtuous woman : good 
mufic is one ; and truly, (with fome fmall allowance) 
the plays, I think, may be efteemed another. 

Aman. Plays, I mufl confefs, have fome fmall 
charms, and would havQ more, would they reftrain 
that loofe encouragement to vice, which fliocks, if 
pot the virtue of fonae women, at Icaft the modefty of 
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LoikL Bill, 'till that reformation can be wholly 
Kiade, 'twould furely be a pity to exclude the pro- 
dudions uf fome of our bcft writers, for want of a 
little wholetome pruning ; which mi'ght be efFedled 
by any one who pofTeffed modcfly enough to bdievc^ 
that v/e fbould preferve all we can of our deceafed 
authors, at kail 'till they are outdone by the living 
ones. 

Aman, What do you think of that you faw laft 
Bight \ 

Lovik To fay truth, 1 did notmipd'it much; ii\y 
attention was for fome time taken off to admire the 
workman fhip of Nature, in the face of a young lai^y 
who fat fome diilancefiom me, flie wasfo cxquifitely 
haudfumi: ! 

A man* So exquifitely handfome ^ 

LoveL Why do you repeat ray words, my deajf ? 

Aman, Becaufe you feem'd to fpeak them with 
fuch pleafure, 1 thought I might oblige you widi 
their echo. 

Lovil, Then yon are alarm'd, Amanda. 

Aman. It is my duty to be fo when you arc in 
danger. 

LoveL, You are top qukk in apprehending for me. 
I viewed her with a worjd pf admiration, but not one 
glance of love, 

Aman. Take heed of truftipg \s> fuch nice diflinc- 
tioDs. But w.ere your eyes the ojnly things that were 
inquifitive ? Had I been in your place, my tongue, I 
fancy, had been curious too. I fhould have afk'd her, 
vhere ftie Uv'd (yet ft ill without defign) who was ibcL 
pray } 
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LoviL Indeed, I cannot tell. 

Aman, You will not tell. 

LonjeL By all that's facred then, I did not aflc. 

Aman, Nor do you know what company was witk 
her ? 

LoveU I do not ;■ but why are you fo earned ? 

Aman. I thought I had caufc. 

LoveL But you thought wrong, Amanda ; for^ 
turn the cafe, and let it be y^ur Itory : (hould you 
come home and tell me you had feen a handfome 
man, fhould I grow jealous becatife you had eyes ? 

Aman. But fhould I tell you he was exqulfutly fo, 
and that I had gazed on him with admiration, {houlil 
you not think 'twere poffible 1 might go one ftep fur- 
ther, and enquire his name ? 

Loveh (Afide) She has reafon-on her fide, I have 
talk*d too much j but I muft turn off another way.- 
(To her.) Will you then make no difference, Aman- 
da, between the language of our fex and yoiTrs \ 
There is a modefty reftrains your tongues, which 
makes you-fpeak by halves when you commend, bot 
roving 'flattery gives a Ibofe tb ours, which makes us 
ft ill fpeak double what we think. You fhould not, 
therefore, in fo ftrift a fenfe, take what I faid to her 
advantage. 

Aman, Thofe flightiB of flattery, Sir, are to our 
feces only ; when women are once out of hearing, 
you are as modeft in your coitimendations as we are*; 
but I fhan't put you to the trouble of farther ex- 

cufes ; if 70U pleafe, this bufinefs fhall reft here,. 

«wly give me leave to wifh> both for your peace and. 
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mine, that you may never meet this miracle of beau<« 
ly more. 

LoveL I am content. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Madam, there ia a lady at tlic door in a 
chair, dcfires to know whether your Ladyfhip fees 
company ? her name is Berinthia. 

Amatu O dear ! — 'tis a relation \ have not feca 
ihcfe {\\t years, pray her to walk in. \ExU Servant,. 
Here's another beauty for you ; flie was, when I faw 
her laft, reckoned extremely handfome. 

LgtcL Don't be jealous nowi for 1 fliallgavic ugoa> 
her too. 

Enter Berinthia. 

Loveh (AJide^J Ha ! — by Heav'ns, the very wo^ 
man. 

Ber, (Saluting Amanda.) Dear Amanda, I i\d 
not exped to meet with you in Scarbro'. 

ylman. Sweet coufm, I'm overjoyed to fee you. 
(To I^-ovelefs) Mr. Lovelefs, here's a relation and a 
friend of mine, I delire you'll be better acquainted 
with. 

LoveL (Saluting Berinthia.) If my wife never de-. 
fires a harder thing, Madam, her requcd will be 
cafily granted. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv* Sir, my Lord Foppington prcfcnts his 
humhU fervice to 'joMj ;rcv\i ^^^\^^ x^ Vwy« Vow 
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you do. He's at the next door, and if it be not 
inconvenient to you, he'll come and wait upoft 
you. 

LoveL Give my compliments to his Lordfhip, and 
I (hall be glad to fee him. \_Extt Servant. 

If you are not acquainted with his Lordfhip, MaJ 
dam, you will be entertained with his charader. 

Aman. Now it moves my pity more than my 
mirth, to fee a man whom Nature has made no fool, 
be fo very induftrious to pafs for an afs. 

LoveL No, there you are wrong, Amanda ; you 
fhould never beftow your pity upon thofe who take 
pains for your contempt ; pity thofe whom Nature 
abufes, never thofe who abufe Nature. 

Enter JuORD FoppiN.GTONfc- 

X. Foj>. Dear Lovelefs, I am- your mod humble 
fervant. 

LoveL My Lord, I'm your's. 

L, Fop. Madam, your Lady (hip's very humble 
flave. 

LoveL My Lord, this lady is a relation of my 
wife's. 

Z. Fop, (Saluting her.) The beautifulleft race of 
people upon earth, rat* me. Dear Lovelefs, I am 
overjoyed that you think of continuing here. I am^ 
ftap my vitals. (To Amanda.) : For God's fake. 
Madam, how has your Ladyfhipbeen able to.fubfifl 
thus long, under the fatigue of a country life ? 

Aman. My life has been very far from thaty my 
Lord, It has been a very quiet one. 
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L. Fcp, Why that's tlie fatigue I fpeak of, M* 
dam ; for 'tis impofTiblc t^ be quiet, without think« 
ing ; now thinking is to me the greateft fatigue in the 
world. 

jiman. Does not your Lordfhip love reading 
then? 

Z. Fop. Oh, pafllbnately^ Madam, but I nevei 
think of what I read. 

Ber. Why, can your Lordfhip read without think* 
ing? 

L, Fop. O Lard, can your Lady (hip pray without 
devotion, Madam ? 

Aman. Well, I rauft own, I think i)ooks the heft 
entertainment in the world. 

L, Fop, I am fo much of your Ladyfhip's mind,. 
Madam, that 1 have a private gallery in town, where 
I walk fometimes, which is furnifhed with nothing 
but books and looking-glaffes. Madam, I have gild- 
ed tbcm, and ranged them fo prettily, before Gad, 
it is the moll entcitaining thing in tlie world, to walk 
and look *it them. 

jfman. Nay, I love a neat library too, but 'tis, I 
think, the infide of a book fhould recommend it moft. 
to us. 

Z. Fop. That, I muft cpnfefs, I am not altoo-e- 
ther fo fand of^ far to my mind, the infide of a book 
is to entertain one's felf with the forced produdl of 
another man's brain. Now I think a man of quality 
and bleeding may be much more diverted with the 
natural fprauts of his own ; but to fay the truth. 
Madam, let a man love reading never fo well, whea 
Bcc he comes to know x\v^ ^^-tv, \x«i ^vwds. C<i ^aa.vv.'^ 



ACT M. A TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH. 347 

better ways of pafling away the four- and- twenty 
tours, that it were ten thoufand pities he ihould con- 
fume his time in that. Far example. Madam, now 
my life, my life, Madam, is a perpetual dream of 
pleafure, that glides through' with fuch a variety of 
entertainments, I believe the wifed of our ancedors 
never had the lead conception of any of 'em. I rife. 
Madam, when in town, about twelve o'clock. I 
don't ^ife fooner, becaufe it is the word tlung in the 
world for the complexion ; nat that I pretend to be a 
beau, but a man mud endeavour to look decent, led 
he makes fo odious a figure in the- fide-bax, the ladies 
fhould be compelled to turn tlieir eyes-upon the play ; 
fo at twelve o'clock I fay 1 rife. Naw, if I find it 
a good day, I refalve to take the ex^cife of ridings 
fo drink my chocolate, and draw on my boots by 
two. On. my return, 1- drefsj and after dinner^ 
lounge, perhaps to the Opera. 

Ber, Your Lordfhip, Ifuppofe, is fond of mufic ? 

Z. Fop. O, paflionately, on Tuefdays and Sat up-, 
days, provided there is good company, and one is- 
not expelled to undergo the fatigue of lidening. 

Aman. Does your Liordfhip think that the cafe at 
the Opera ? . 

L. Fop. Mod certainly^ , Madam ; there is my 
Lady Tattle, my Lady Prate, my Lady Titter, my 
Lady Sneer^ my Lady. Giggle, and my Lady Grin 
— thefe have boxes in the front, and while any fa- 
vourite air is. finglng, are the prettied company in 
the waurld, dap my vitals! May'nt we hope for 
the honour to fee you added to our fociety^ Ma.- 
Jam ? 
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Aman. Alas^ my Lord, I am the word company 
in the world at a concert, I'm fo apt to attend to the 
mufic. 

Z. Fop, Why, Madam, that is very pardonahle 
in the country, or at church; but a monftrous inat» 
tention in a polite affembly. ' But I am afraid I tire 
the company ? 

LoveL Not at all r pray go on. 

Z. Fop. Why then, ladies, there only remains to 
add, that 1 generally conclude the evening at one or 
other of the Clubs, nat that 1 ever play deep ; indeed 
T have been for fome time tied up from lofing above 
five thoufahd pawnds at a fitting. 

Lo^eL But is'nt your Lordfhip fometimes obliged 
to attend the weighty affairs of the nation ? 

Z. Fop* Sir, as to weigluy affairs, I leave them 
to weighty heads ; I never intend mine (hall be a bur- 
then to my body. 

Bsr, Nay, my Lord, but you are a pillar of the 
fiate. 

Z. Fop. An ornamental pillar, Madam; forfooner 
than undergo any part of the burthen, rat me, but 
the whole building fhould fall to the ground. 

Aman, But, my Lord, a fine gentleman fpends a 
great deal of his time in his intrigues ; you have given 
us no account of them yet. 

Z. Fop* (AJide,) Soh ! She would enquire into 
my amours, that's jcaloufy ; poor foul ! I fee (he's i^ 
love with me. (To her.) Why, Madam, I fhould 
have mentioned my intrigues, but I am really afraid 
I begin to be trbublefome with the length of my vifit* 
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Aman. Your Lordfbip is too entertaining to grow 
troublefome any where. 

L, Fop. (Afide.) That now was as much as if (he 
had faid, pray make love to me. 1*11 let her fee I'm 
quick of apprehenfion. (To her,} O Lard, Madanv 
I had like to have forgot a fccret I muft needs tell 
your Ladyfhip. (To Lovelefs.) Ned, you muft 
not be fo jealous now i^to lillen. 

Loveh Not I, my Lord, I am too faihionable a 
hufband to pry into the fecrets of my wife. 

L» Fop, (To Amanda, fqueeviing her hand,) I am 
in love with you to defperation, ftrilcc me fpecchltfs ! 

Aman, (Giving him a box 0' the ear,) Then thus 
I return your paffion — an impudent fool i 

L, Fop, Gad*&cMrfe> Madam> Tm a Peer of .the 
Realm. 

Loveh Hey, what the Devil do you affront my 
wife, Sir ? Nay then \^Dratvs andjight. 

Aman, Ah ! What has my folly done ? — Help ! 
murder 1 help ! Part them, for Heaven's fake. 

L, Fop, (Falling hack, and leaning on his /word,) 
Ah ! quite through the body, ftap my vitals 1 

Enter Servants. ^ 

Loveh (Running to him,) I hope I han't killed the 
fool, however — bear him up— where's your wound ? 
L, Fop, Juft thro' the guts. 
Lovel, Call a furgeoii, there — unbutton him quick- 

L, Fop, Ay, pray make hafte. 

Lovel, This mifchicf you may thank yourCclt ftvc* 
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dumb ! — (aftde) but thou haft an impertinent wife, 
flap my vitals ! 

Prohe. So — carry him off— carry him off — we 
fhall have him prate himfclf into a fever by and by- 
carry him off. 

\^Extt nviih Lord Foppington and Probe. 

Aman. Now on my knees, my dear, let me aik 
your pardon for piy indifcretion — my own I never 
fhall obtain. 

LovcL Oh, there's no harm done — ^you ferv'd 
him well. 

Aman, He did indeed defcrve it ; but 1 tremble 
to think how dear, my indiTcreet refentment might 
have coft you. 

LoveL O, no matter — never trouble yourfelf about 
tliat. 

Enter Colonel Towkly. 

Town. So, fo, I'm glad to find you all alive — I 
met a wounded Peer carrying off — ^for Heav'ns fake 
what was the matter? 

LoveL O, a trlile — he would have made love to 
my wife before my face, fo flie obliged him with a 
box o'the ear, and I run him through the body, that 
was alh 

Toiun. Bagatelle on all fides — ^but pray, Madam, 
how loug has this noble Lord been an humble fervant 
of your's ? 

Aman. This Is the firfl I have heard on't — fo I 
fuppofc 'tis his quality more than his love has brought 
him into this adventure. He thinks his title an 



Act II. A TRIP TO SCARBORaUGH. , S5a 

authentic paflport to every woman's heart,, below the 
degrw of a Pecrefe. 

Town. He's eoxcomb enough to think any thing ; 
but 1 would not have you brought into trouble for 
him — I hope there's no danger of hie life ? 

LoveL None at all— he's fallen into the hands of a 
roguifh furgeon, who, I perceive, defigns to frighten 
a little money out of him — Uut I faw his wound-— 
'tis nothing — he may go to the ball to-night if he ' 
pleafca. , 

Town, I am glad you have corredled hlpa without- 
farther mifchief, or you might have deprived me o£- 
the pleafure of executing a plot againft his Lordftiip, 
which 1 have been contriving with an old acquaintance 
of yours. 

Love!. Explain 

Town. His brother, Tom Faflilon, is come down 
here, and we have it in contemplation to fave him 
the trouble of his intended wadding ; but we want 
your afiiftance. Tom would have called, but lie is 
preparing for his enterprize, fp I promifed to bring 
you to him-^fo» Sir, if thcfe ladies can fpare you — 

Lovel. ril go with you with all my heart — (qfide) 
•—though I could wifh, methinks, to ftay and gaze a 
little longer on that creature — Good Gods ! how en- 
gaging fhe is — ^but what have I to do with beauty ? 
•—I have already had my portion, and muft not co- 
vet more. (To Townly) Come, Sir, when yoti 

pleafe. 

Town. Ladies, your fcrvant. 

jiman. Mr. Lovelefs, pray one word with ^c^\k\^^* 
lijireyougo. J 
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notwithftanding all thefc Jars, did not his death at laH 
extremely trouble you ? 

£er, O yes. — I was forced to wear an odious Wi- 
dow's band a twelve-month for't. 

ylman. Women, I find, have different inclinations:, 
—prithee, Berinthk, inftrudl me a little farther — 
for I'm fo great a novice, I'm almoft aiham'd on't. 
—Not, Heav'n knows, that what you call intrigues 
have any charms for me — the pradlical part of tJl un- 
lawful love is 

Ber. O 'tis abominable — ^but for the fpeculative, . 
that we muft all confefs is entertaining enough. 
• jiman. Pray, hie fo juft then to me, to believe, 'tis ^ 
with a world of innocence, I would enquire whether 
you think thofe, we call Women of Reputation, da^ 
really efcape all other men, as they do thofe fhadows ■ 
of beaux I 

Ber, O no, Amanda^ — ^there arc a fort of men • 
make dreadful work amongft *em — men that may be 
called the Beans Antipathy — ^for they agi'ee in no- 
thing but walking upon two legs. Thefe have brains 
— the bean has none. — Thefe are in love with their 
mlftrcfs — the beau with himfelf. — ^They take care of 
their reputation — ^he's induftrious to deflroy it. — 
They are decent — he's a fop. — They are men— he'a 
an afs» 

Aman, If this be their charafter, 1 fancy we had 
here e'en now a pattern of 'em both. 

Ber. His Lorddiip and Colonel Townly ? 

Aman, The fame. 

Ber, As for the I^otd, he's eminently fo ; and for 
^e other, I can affure "^ou t\\we?% xvo\. ^\»axw\\3L\a.^\:k 
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who has a better intereft with the women, that are 
worth having an intereft with. 

Amaiu He anfwers then the opinion I had ever of 
him — Heav'na ! what a difference there is between a 
man like him, and that vain naufeous fop, Lord 
Foppington — (taking her hand) T muft acquaint you 
with a fecret, coiifm — 'tis not that fool alone has 
talked, to me of love.-^Townly has beeii tampering 
too. 

Bcr. (JJtde,) So, fo !*— here the myfteiy comes 
out ! — Colonel Townly!— impoflible, my dear ! 

Aman* .'Tis true, indeed 1 — though he has done it 

.'in vam ; nor do I think that all the merit of -mankind 

..combined, could (hake the tender love I bear my huf* 

band ; .yet I will own to you, Berinthia, I did not 

Hart at his addrefTes, as when they came from one 

.whom I contemned. 

Ber, (AJide.) O this is better and better — well 
faid innocence !-^and you really think, my dear> 
that nothing could abate your conftancy and attach* 
ment to your hufband. 
, Amatu Nothing, I am convinced. 

Ber. What if you found he lov'd another womafl 
tetter I * , 

Aman. Weill 

Ber* Well ! — why were I that thing they call a 
flighted wife ; fortiebody fhould run the riflt of being 
that thing they call — ahufband. 

Aman, O fie, Berinthia, no revenge fhould ever be 
taken againft a hufband — but to wrong his bed is a 
vengeance, which of all vengeance—. 
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Ber. Is the fweeteft!— Hal ha! ha !— don't I 
talk madly? 

Aman. Madly indeed ! 

Ber. Yet I'm very innocent. 

Aman^ That I dare fwear you are. — I know how 
to make allowances for your humour — but you rcfolfc 
then never to marry again ? 

Ber. O no ! — I refolve I will ? 

Aman. How fo ? 

Ber. That I never may. 

Aman. You banter me. 

Ber. Indeed I don't — ^but I confider I'm a wo* 
man, and form my refolutions accordingly. 

Aman. Well, my opinion is, form what refolution 
you win, matrimony will be the end on't. 

Ber. I doubt it — ^but A Heav'ns ! — I have bufmeft 
at home, and am half an hour too late. i 

Aman, As you are to return with me, I'll juft give 
fome orders, and walk with you. 

Ber. Well, make hafte, and we'll finifh this fub- 
je£i as we go. \_Extt Amanda. 

Ah ! poor Amanda, you have led a country life ! 
Well, this difcovery is lucky ! — bafe Townly! — at 
once falfe to me, and treacherous to his friend ! and 
my innocent, demure, coufin, too i — I have it in 
my power to be revenged on her, however. Her huf- 
band, if I have any (kill in countenance, would be as 
happy in my fmiles, as Townly can hope to be in 
her's. — I'll make the experiment, come what will 
on't. — The woman who can forgive the being robb'd 
of a favoured lover, nwilt be ta\\<:T ^.vv vdeot or a wan- 
ton. 
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JCT III. SCENE L 



.£nicr Lord Foppington and "Li, VAROLfit 

L. Fop. 

Hey, fellow — ^let my vis-a-vis come to the door. 

La Far. Will your Lordfhip venture fo foon to 
cxpofe yourfelf to the weather? 

/.. Fop, Sir, I will venture as foon as I canto 
cxpofe myfelf to tlk ladies. 

La Far, I wiih your Lordfhip woiiM pleafe to 
keep houfe a little longer ; I'm afFi^id your honour 
does not well confider your wound. 

L. Fop. My wound ! — I would not be in ecHpfe 
another day, though I had as many wounds in my 
body as I have had in my heart. So mind, Varole, 
Ittt thefe cards belcft a€ direded. For this evening I 
fhall wait on my father-in-law, Sir Tunbelly, and I 
mean tto commence my devoirs to the lady, by giving 
an entertainment at Her father's expence ; and heark 
tiiee, tell Mr. Lovelefs I requefl he and his company 
will honour me with their prcfencc, or I (hall think 
v;c are not friends. 

Z^ Tar. I wiljbefure. [^*//r 

Enter Young Fashion. 

T. Faf. Brother, your fervant, how do you fi; 
yourfelf to-day ? 
L, Pop. So well, that 1 \ui^e ^vic^^^ xsv"^ ^^'^'^ 
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«the door ; — fo there's no danger of death this baut. 
Tarn. 

T. Faf. I'm very glad of it, 

Z. Fop. (Jftde.) That I beh'evc's a lye — PrU 
thee, Tarn, tell me one thing-^— did not your heart 
cut a caper up to your mauth, when, you heard 1 was 
ran through the bady ? 

r. Faf. Why do you think it ihould ? 
L. Fop. Bccaufe 1 remember mine did fo when t 
heard my uncle was (hot through the head* 
r. Faf. It then did very ilL 
L. Fop. Prithee, why fo ? 
T. Faf Becaufe he ufed you very well. 
L. Fop. Well !— Naw, ftrikc me dumb, he ftarv'3 
. me — ^he has let me want a thaufand women, for want 
of a thaufand pound. 

T. Faf Then he hinder'd you from making a great 
many ill bargains — for I think no woman worth mo« 
ncy that will take money. 

L. Fop. If 1 was a younger brother, I'fhould think 
fo too. 

T^ Fqf. Then you are feldom much in love ? 
L. Fop. Never, ftap my vitals. 
T. Faf Why then did you make all this buftk 
about Amanda ? 

L. Fop. Becaufe (he was a woman of an infolent 
virtue — and I thought myfelf piqu'd in honour to de- 
bauch her. 

r. Faf (Jftde.) Vtrf well. Here's a rare fel- 

low for you, to have the fpending of five thoufand 

pounds a year. But now for my bufinefs with him% 

■ rhutfiLi, though Iktvovf to Xi\k oiV>aSvaRS&V5^^* 
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tially of money) is a theme not quite fo entertaining 
to you as that of the ladies, my neceflitlcs are fuch, 
I hope you'll have patience to hear me. 

Z*. Fop, The greatnefs of your neccffities, Tarn, 
is the worft argument in the warld for your being pa- 
tiently heard. I do believe you are going to make a 
very good fpeech, but ftrike me dumb, it has the 
worft beginning of any fpeech 1 have heard this 
twelvemonth. 

T. Faf. I'm forry you think fo. 
L.'Fop, I do believe thou art — ^but come, let's 
know the affair quickly. 

T, Faf, Why then, my cafe in a word is this.— * 
The neceflary cxpences of my travels ha^ fo much 
exceeded the wretched income of my annuity, that I 
have been forced to mortgage it for five hundred 
pounds, which is fpcnt. So unlefs you are fo kind 
as to affift me in redeeming it, I know no remedy but 
to take a purfc. 

L, Fop, Why, faith, Tam, to give you my fenfe 
of the thing, 1 do think taking a purfe the bellre- 
^Tie.dy in the warld — for if you fucceed you are relieved 
that way, if you are taken — ^you are relieved t'other. 

T. Faf. I'm glad to fee you are in fo pleafant a hu* 
mour ; I hope I fhall find the effeds on't. 

L, Fop, Why, do you then really think it a rea- 
fonablc thing that I fhould give you five hundred 
nawrtds ? 

T. Faf. I do not aflc it as a due, brother, I am 
willing to receive it as a favour. 

L» Fop, Then thou art willing to rte^va^ \\. w* 
hoWf /Irike me ipecchlcfs. — Bui lYvcfe ^x^ ^- 
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timts to give money in ; taxes are fo great, repair* 
fo exorbitant, tenants fuch rogues, and bouquets fo 
dear, that the Devil take me, I am reduced to th^ 
extremity in my cafh, I have been forc-ed to retrench 
in that one article of fweet pawJer, till I have brought 
it dawn to five guineas a maunth — now judge, Tam, 
whether I can fpare you five hundred pawnds ? 

T.Faf. If you can't I muft ftarve, that's. all. 
(jifide,) Damn him. 

L, Fcp. All I can fay is, you fhould have been a 
better hufband. 

T. Faf. Ouns ! — ^If you can't live upon ten thou- 
fand a-year, how do you think I (hould do't upon 
. two hundred ? 

L. Fop, Don't be in a paffion, Tam, for paffion 
IS the moft unbecoming thing in the warld — to the 
face. Look you, I don't love to fay any thing to 
you to make you melancholy, but upon this occafioA 
I muft take leave to put you in mind, that a running- 
borfe does require more attendance than a coach-horfe. 
— Nature has made fome difierence 'twixt you and 
me. 

7\ Fnf, Yes. — She has made you older. (Aftd^) 
Plague take her. 

Z* Fop. That is not all, Tam. 
r. FaJ. Why, what is there elfe ? 
Z. Fop. ( Looking Jirjl upon hlmfelfy and then upon 
his brother.) Aflc the ladies. 

T. Faf. Why, thou Eflence-bottle, thou Mufk 
Cat — doft thou then think thou haft any advantage 
jme but what fortune has given thee I, 
^op. 1 do, ftap vi^^Y n\u\^. 
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T. Faf. Now, by all that's great and powe|:ful, 
thou art the Prince of Coxcombs. 

Z. Fop, Sir, I am proud at being at the head of fo 
prevailing a party. 

T. Faf. Will nothing then provoke thee ? — Draw» • 
Coward. 

L* Fop, Look you, Tam,i you know I have always 
taken you for a mighty dull fellow, ^nd here is one of 
the foolifheft plats broke out, that I have feen a lang 
time. Your poverty makes life fo burthenfome to 
you, you would provoke me to a quarrel, in hopes 
cither to flip through my lungs into my eftate, or to 
get yourfelf run through the guts, to put an end to 
your pain, but I will difappoint you in both your de- 
figns } far with the temper of a Philafapher, and the 
difcretion of a Statefman — I (hall leave the room with 
my fword in the fcabbard. \_Exlt. 

T. Faf, So ! farewell brother ; and now confci- 
jeace I defy thee. Lory. 

Enter Lory. 

Lory* Sir? 

T. Faf. Here's rare new«, Lory, his Lordfhip 
has given me a pill has purged off all my fcru- 
ples. 

Lory. Then my heart's at eafe again. For I 
have been in a lamentable fright. Sir, ever fmce your 
confcience had the impudence to intrude into your 
company. 

T. Faf. Be at peace ; it will come there no more, 
my brother has given it a wring b^ \Vv^ wcA^, •a.w^'V 

/ 0^1 ■ ^ 
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have kick'd it down flairs. ' So run away to the 
inn, get the chaife ready quickly, and bring it to 
dame Coupler's without a moment's delay. , 

Lory. Then, Sir, you are going ftraight about the 
fortune \ 

T. Fa/, I am. — ^A way— fly, Lory. 

Lory, The happieft day I ever faw. I*m upon 
the wing already* [Exeunt feverall^ 



SCMNE IL 

A Garden* 

Enter Loveless and Sertant* 

Lovel, Is my wife within ? 

Ser. No, Sir, (he has been gone out this half 
hour. 

Lo^eL Well, leave me. [Exit Servants 

How flrangely does my mind run on this widow — 
never was my heart fo fuddenly feizM pn before — that 
my wife fliould pick out her, of all woman-kind, to 
be her playfellow. — But what fate does, let fate an- 
fwerfor — I fought it not — foh !— by heav'nsl her^ 
fhc comes. 

Enter Berinthxa. 

Ben What makes you look fo thoughtful. Sir ? I 
kopc you arc not ill. 

4 
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Lo'ueL I was debating. Madam, whether I was fo 
or not, and that was it which made me look fo 
thoughtful. 

Ber, Is it then fo hard a matter to decide ? 1 

thought all people were acquainted with their own 
bodies, though few people know their own minds, 

LoveL What if the difteraper I fufped be in the 
mind ? 

Ber. Why then I'll undertake to prefcribe you a 
cure. 

LoveL Alas ! you undertake you know not 
what. 

Ber. So far at leaft then yo« idlow me to be a Phy- 
fician. 

Lo*beL Nay,. 1*11 allow yon to be fo yet farther, 
fer I have rcafon to believe, ftiould I put myfclf into 
your bands, you would incrcafe my diftemper, 

Ber. How? 

Loveh Oh, you might betray my coraplainta tg 
my wife, 

Ber. And fo lofe all my pra6lice. 

LoveL Will you then keep my fccret ? 

Ber. I will. 

LoveL I'm fatisfied. Now. hear my fymptoms, 
and give me your advice. The firft were thefe when 
I faw you at the play ; a random glance you threw, 
at firft alarm'd me. -^ I could not turn my eyes from 
whence the danger came — I gaz'd upon you till my 
heart began to pant — nay, even now on your ap» 
proaching me, my illnefs is fo increas'd, that if you 
do not help me I fhall, whilft you look on, confume 
to d(hc8, \Tak\n5 ber 
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Ber, ( Breahlng from him,) O Lord, let mc go^ 
'tis the plague, and we fhall be infcded. 

LoveL Then we'll die together, my charming 
angt'l. 

Ber, O Gad ! the devil's in you. Lord, let mc 
go — here's fomebody coming. 

Enter Servant, 

Ser, Sir, my lady's come home, and deflres tQ 
fpeak with you, 

LoveL Ttll her I'm coming. ^Exlt Servant, 

(To Berinthia) But before I go, one glaftof ncdar 
to drink her health. 

Ber. Stand off, or I fhall hate you, by heavens. 

LoveL (KJfing her.) In, matters of love, a wof 
man's oath is no mpre to be minded than a man's. 

\Extt Lovelefs^ 

Ber. Urn! 

Enter Townly, 

Townly. Sob ! what's here — Berinthia and Love- 
lefs — and in fuch clofe converfation ! — I cannot now 
wonder at her indifference in excufing herfelf to me ! 
— O rare woman — well then, let Lovclefs look to hts 
wife, 'twill be but the retort courteous on both fides. 
•— ^7o Berinthia.) Your fervant, Madam, I need 
not a(k how you do, you have got fo good a co* 
lour. 

Ber, No better than I ufed to have, I fuppofe, 

Toiunly. A little more blood in your cheeks* 

Ber, I have been wa\k\v\^\ 
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Townly. Is that all ? Pfay, was it Mr. Loveler* 
went from here juil now ? 

Ber. O yes — ^he has been walking withmc. 

To'wnly, He has!* 

Ber. Upon my word I think he is a very agreeable 
man !— and there is certainly fomething particularly 
infinuating in his addrefs ! 

Tovjnly, So ! fo I (he has n*t even the modefty to 
diffemble ! Pray, Madam, may I, without imperti* 
nence, trouble you with a few ferious qudftions ? 

Ber. As many as you pleafc ; but pray let them be 
as little ferious as poillble. 

Townly. Is it not two years fince I have prelumed 
to addrefs you I' * 

Ber. I don't know exadly— but it has been a tedi- 
ous long time. 

Townly. Have I not, during that period, had 
every reafbn to believe that my affiduities were far 
from being unacceptable ? 

Ber. Why, to do you juftlce, you have been ex- 
tremely troublefome — ^and I confefs I have been more 
civil to you than you deferved. 

Townly. Did I not come to this place- at your ex- 
prefs defire? and for no purpofe but the honour of 
meeting you ? — and after wafting a month in difap- 
pointment, have you condefcended to explain, or in 
the flighteft way apologize, for your condud ? 

Ber. Oheav'ns! apologize for my condudl I — apo- 
logife to you ! — O you barbarian ! — But pray now, 
my good ferious Colonel, have you any thing more 
to add? 

Toivnly. Nothing, Madam, \>\xX. \}tvaX. ^^^x.^-^ W^- 
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behaviour I am lefs furpris'd at what I faw juft now j 
it is not very wonderful that the woman who can tri- 
fle with the delicate addrefles of an honourable lover^ 
fliould be found coquetting with the hufb^ud of her 
friend. 

Bcr. Very true — no more wonderful than it was 
for this honourable lover to divert himfelf in the ab- 
fence of this coquet, with endeavouring to feduce hi*: 
friend's wife I O Colonel, Colonel, dou't talk of ho^ 
nour or your friend, fpr heav'ns fake. 

Torjonly, SMeath ! how came (he to fufpedk this J 
— Really, Madam, I don't underftand you. 

Bcr, Nay — nay — you faw I did not pretend ta 
mirunderftand you. — But here comes the Lady— 
perhaps you would be glad to be left with her for aa 
explanation. 

Townly. O, Madam, this recrimination is a poor 
refource, and to convince you how much you are mif-^ 
taken, I beg leave to decline the happinefc you pro«» 
pofe me. — Madam, your fervant. 

Enter Amanda. (Townly <wbifpers Amanda, and 
exit.) 

Ber. He carries it off well, however — upon my 

word — very well ! — ^how tenderly they part ! So^ 

coufin — I hope you have not been chiding your ad- 
mirer for being with me — il affure you we have beca 
talking of you. 

Aman, Fie, Berinthia ! — my admirer— will you 
never learn to talk in earneil of any thing ? 

Ber. Why this fhall be in earneft, if you pleafe X 
Sor mj part I only tell -you twaXUx o^ i^> 
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Aman* I'm fure there's fo much jeft and earneft in 
what you fay to me on this fubjedl, I fcarce know 
how to take it. — I have juft parted with Mr. Lovelefs 
— ^perhaps it is my fancy, but I think there is an al- 
teration in his manner, which alarms me. 

Ber* And fo you are jealous ? is that all ? ^ 

Aman. Tha^ all ! — is jealoufy then nothing ? 

Bei\ It (hould be nothing, if I were in your cafe. 

Aman, Why, what would you do ? 

Ber, I'd cure myfelf. 

Aman, How ? 

Ber, Care as little for my hufband as he did for me. 
Look you, Amanda, you may build caftles in the air, 
and fume, and fret, and grow thin, and lean, and 
pale, and ugly, if you pleafe, but I tell you, no man 
worth having is true to hi« wife, or ever was, or ever 
will be fo. 

Aman. Do you then really think he's falfe to me ? 
for I did not fufpe(St him. 

Ber, Think fo ! — I am fure of it. 

Aman. You are fure on*t ? 

Ber, Pofitively — he fell in love at the play. 

Aman, Right — ^the very fame — ^but who could have 
told you this? 

Ber, Um O — Townly ! 1 fuppofe your 

hufband has made him his confidant. 

Aman, O bafe Lovelefs ! — and what did Townly 
(iay on't ? 

Ber, So, fo— why (hould fhe afk that ? 
(ajtde) fay ! — why he abufed Lovelefs extreme- 
ly, and faid all the tender \.\i\tv^% ol ^om vsi. >^^ 
^ -world. 
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jiman. Did he ? — Oh I my heart ! — I'm very ill 
—I muft go the chamber— dear Berinthia, don't 
leave me a moment. \_Extt. 

Ber. No— don't fear, So — there is certainly 

fome affeAion on her fide at leaft, towards Townly. 
If it prove fo, and her agreeable hufband perfeveres 
^Heav'n fend me refolution ! — ^Well — ^how this bufi- 
nefs will end I know not — ^but I feem to be in as fair 
a way to lofe my gallant Colonel, as a boy is to be a 
rogue, when he's put clerk to an attorney. \ExiU 



SCENE in. 

A Country Houfe, 

Enter Young Fashion anJ "Loky^ 

T» Faf. So — ^here's our inheritance. Lory, if we 
can but get into pofleffion — but methinks the feat of 
bur family looks like Noah's ark, as if the chief part 
ou't were defigned for the fowls of the airi and the 
beafts of the field. 

Lory, Pray, Sir, don't let your head run upon 
the orders of building here — get but the heirefs, let 
the devil take the houfe. 

T. Fa/. Get but the houfe ! let the devil take the 
heirefs, I fay — ^but come, we have no time to fquan- 
df *> knock at the door — 

^Lorj Inocks two or tljrtt ivniu« 
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What the devil, have they got no ears in this hbufe I 
— knock harder. 

Lory. I'gad, Sir, this will prove fome inchanted 
caftle-^wejfhall have the giant come out by and by/e 
with his club, and beat our brains out. 

[^Knocks again* 

T. Faf. Hufh — they comt-^ (from within) who is 
there ? 

Lory, Open the door and fee — is that your coun- 
try breeding ? — 

Ser. (Within.) Ay, but two words to that bar- 
gain — ^Tummas, is the blunderbufs prim'd ? , 

T, Faf. Ouns ! give ^em good words. Lory — or 
we fhall be fhot here a fortune-catching. 

Lory. Egad, Sir, I think you're in the right on't 

— ^ho !— Mr. what d'ye callum — will you pleafe to let 

us in ? or are we to be left to grow like willows by 

your moat fide ? 

[Servant appears at the window with a blunderbufs,'^ 

Ser. Weel naw, what's ya're bufmefs ? 

T. Faf. Nothing, Sir, but to wait upon Sir Tun* 
belly, with your leave. 

Ser. To weat upon Sir Tunbclly ? — why, you'll 
find that's juil as Sir Tunbelly pleafes. 

T, Faf. But will you do me the favour. Sir, to . 
know whether Sir Tunbelly pleafes or not ? 

Serv. Why look you d'ye fee, with gpod words 
much may be done. — Ralph, go ihy waes, and aflc 
Sir Tunbelly, if he pleafes to be waited upon — and 
dofl heer ? call to nurfe, that fhe may lock up Mift 
Hoyden before the geats open. 
' /; Fa/. l>'yt hear that Lory > • , 4t^ 
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JEnier Sir Tun belly, tvith Servants ^ armed wUk 

guttSy ctubsf pitchforks^ &c. 

* 
Lory^ 0, (Running behind his mqfler.) O L.ord» 

O Lord, Lord, we arc both dead men. 

T. Faf. Take heed fool, thy fear will ruin us. 

Lory. My fear, Sir, 'fdeath, Sir, I fear nothing 
^^(Aftde) — would 1 were well up to the chin in a 
horfe-pond. 

Sir Tun. Who is it here has any bufinefs with 
jne? ^ 

T. Faf. Sir, ^tis I, if your name be Sir Tunbcllj 
Clumfey ? 

Sir Tun. Sir, my name is Sir Tunbelly Clumfey^ 
whether you have any bufinefs with me or not — fo you 
fee I am not afhamed of my name, nor my fecc 
either. 

T, Faf Sir, you ha:ve no caufe that I know of. 

Sir Tun. Sir, if you have no caufe either, I defirc 
to know who you are j for 'till I know your name, 
i.ihan't afk you to come into my houfe : and whea 
I do know your name, 'tis fix to four I don't afk 
you then. 

T* Faf C Giving him a letter.) Sir, 1 hope you'll 
find this letter an authentic paffport. 

Sir Tun. Cod's my life, from Mrs. Coupler. — I 
aik your Lordfhip's pardon ten thoufand times — ( TV 
his Servant.^ — Here, run in a doors quickly ; get 2 
Scotch coal fire in the great parlour — fet aU the Tur- 
key work chairs in their places ; get the brafs candle- 
£ick£ out, and be fure ftick xVi^ l^d&sx IxiSk. ^ \^j^x^ 
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run — (Turning to Young Fafliion) My Lord, I afk 
yourLordfhip's pardon — (To Serv.) and do you hear, 
run away to nurfe, bid her let Mifs Hoyden loofe 
again. \_ExU Servant*. 

(To Young Fafliion) I hope your honour will excufe 
the difofder of my family — we arc not ufed to re- 
ceive men of your Lord(hip*s great quality every- 
day — pray where arc. your coaches and fervants, my 
Lord? 

T. Faf, Sir, that I might give you and your 
daughter a proof how impatient I am to be nearer 
a- kin to you, I left my equipage to follow me, and 
came away poft with only one fervant. 

Sir Tun. Your Lordftiip does me too much ho- 
nour — It was expofing your perfon to too much fii« 
tigue and danger, I proteft it was — ^but my daughter 
IhaU endeavour to make you what amends fhe can— 
and though 1 fay it, that fliould not (ay it. Hoyden 
has charms. • 

T. Faf. Sir, I am not a ftranger to them, though 
IfLVCi to her : common fame has done her juftice. 

Sir Tun. My Lord, 1 am common Fame^s very 
grateful humble fervant. — My Lord, my girl's young 
— Hoyden is young, my Lord ; but this I muil fay 
for her, what fhe wants in art/ (he has by nature — 
what fhe wants in experience, fhe has in breeding— 
and what's wanting in her age, is made good in her 
conftitution — fo pray, my Lord, v^alk in j pray, my 
Lord, walk in. 

T. Faf. Sir, I wait upon you. 
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Mifs Hoyden, fola* 

Mifs. Sure, nobody was ever ufed as I am. I 
know well enough what other girls do, for all they 
think to make a fool of me. It's well T have a huf- 
band a-coming, or I'co^ I'd marry the baker, I would 
fo. — Nobody can knock at the gate, but prefently 1 
muft be lock'd up — and here's the young greyhound 
can run loofe about the houfe all the day long, fo fhc 
can. — 'Tis very well- 

(Nurse, without opening the door.) 

Nurfe, Mifs Hoyden,^ Mifs, Mifs, Mifs, Mifs 
Hoyden ! 

Enter Nurse. 

Mifs. Well, what do you make fuch a noife for, 
ha ? — what do you din a body's ears for I — can't one 
be at quiet for you ? 

Nurfe. What do I din your ears for ?— here's one 
come will din your ears for you. 

Mifs. What care I who's come ? — I care not a fig 
who comes, nor who goes, as long as I muft be 
lock'd up like the ale cellar. 

Nurfe. That, Mifs, isforfear you fhould be drank 
before you are ripe. 

Mifs. O, don't you trouble your head about that, 
I'm as ripe as you, though not fo mellow. 

Nurfe. Very well — now I have a good mind to 
7ock you up again, and novViX. -^quI^^ \£q\A\$i.\s> 
''^ht. 
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Mi/s. My Lord ! why is my hufband come ? 

Nurfe, Yes, marry is he, and a goodly perfon 
too. 

Mijs. (Hujging Nurfe.) O my dear nurfe, for« 
give me this once, and I'll never mifufe you again ; 
no, ifldo, you (hall give me three thump? on the 
Back, and a great pinch by the cheek. 

Nurfe. Ah ! the poor thing, fee how it melts, its 
as full of good nature as an egg's full of meat. 

Mlfs. But my dear Nurfe, don't He now, is he 
come by your troth ? 

Nurfe, Yes, by my truly is he. 

Mlfs. O Lord ! I'll go and put on my laced 
I ucker, though Fm lock'd up a. month for't. 

[_Exit running. 



ACT IF. SCENE I. 



Enter Mifs Hoyden jw^ Nurse. 



Nurse. 

Well, Mifs, how do you like your hufband that is 
to be ? 

Mifs. O Lord, Nurfe, I'm fo overjoy'd, I can 
fcarce contain myfclf. 

. Nurfe. O but you muft have a care of bcin^ t<i<i 
fond, for men now^a-days, Wtc ^ yjoywmv >SwdX\^^^v 
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Mifs. Love him ! Why do you think 1 love him, 
Nurfc ? I'cod, I would not care If he was bang'd, 
fo I were but once married to him. — No, that which 
plcafes me, is to think what work Til make when I 
get to London ; for when I am a wife and a Lady 
both, Pcod ril flaunt it with the beft of 'cm. 
Aye, and I fhall have money enough to do fo too, . 
Nurfe. 

Nur/e. Ah! there's no knowing > that, Mifs, for 
though thefe Lords have a power of wealth, indeed, v 
yet, as Lhave heard fay, they give it all* to their 
Huts and their trulls, who joggle it about in their 
coaches, with a murrain to 'em, whilft poor Madam 
fits fighing and wifhing, and has not a fpare half 
crown to buy her a Praftice of Piety. 

Mi/s. O, but for that, don't deceive yourfelf, - 
Nurfe, for this I muft fay of my Lord, he's as free 
as an open houfe at Chriftmas. For this very morn-' 
ing he told me, I fhould have fix hundred a-year to 
buy pins. Now, Nurfe, if he gives me fix hundred 
a-year to buy pins, what do you think he'll give me 
to buy fine petticoats ? 

Nurfe. Ah, my deareft, he deceives thee fouly, . 
and he's no better than a rogue for his pains. Thefe 
Londoners have got a gibberage with 'em, would 
confound a gipfey. That which they call pin-mo* 
fley, is to buy -their wives every thing in the vcrfal 
world, down to their very (hoe-knots. — Nay, I have 
heard folks fay, that fome ladies, if they will have 
gallants, as they call 'era, are forced to find them otit 
of their pin-money too. But, look, look, if his 
Honour be not coming to ^o>a,— ^o^> \l\^^^\«t^ 
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you would behave yourfclf handfomely, and not dif-^ 
grace me that have brought you up, I'd leave yoa 
alone together. 

M'tfs, That's my befl Nurfe, do as you'd be done 
by — tnifl us together this once, and if I don't (hew 
my breeding, may I never be married but die an old 
maid. 

Nurfe, Well, this once I'll venture you. — But if 
you difparagc me 

Mtfs. Never fear. [-EwV Nurfe* 

Enter Young Fashion., 

T. Faf. Your fervant, Madam, I'm glad to find 
you alone, for I have fomething of importance ta 
fpeak to you about, 

Mifs. Sir, (my Lord, I meant) you may fpeak 
to me about what you pleafe, I (hall give you a civil 
anfwer. 

T. Faf. You give me fo obliging a one, it encou^- 
rages me to tell you in a few words, what I think 
both for ybnr inter eft and mine. Your father, I fup« 
pofc you know, has refolved to make me happy in 
being your hufband, and 1 hope I may depend oa 
your confent to perform what he dcfires. 

Mifs. Sir, I never-difobey my father in any thing 
but eating green goofeberries. 

T. Faf. So good a daughter muft needs be an ad-» 
mirable wife. — I am therefore impatient till you arc 
mine, and hope you will fo far confider the violence 
of my love, that you won't have the cruelty to defepr 
iny happincfs folong as your father defigna it,* 

Jlfj/}. PrsiYt my Lord, KoNv\o\\^\^\)c«5k\ 
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T. Faf. Madam — a thoufand years — a whole 
week. 

Mifs, A week !— ^Wliy I (hall be an old woman 
by that time. • 

7*. Faf, And I an old man. 

Mifs. Why, I thought it was to be to-morroTr 
morning, as foon as I was up. I'm fure nurfe told 
me fo. ^ 

T. Faf. And it fiiall be to-morrow morning, if 
you'll confent ? 

Mfs. If ril confent ! Why I thought I was to 
obey you as my hufband ? 

T. Faf. That's when we are married. Till then 
I'm to obey you* 

Mtfs. Why then, if we are to take it by turns, 
it's the fame thing. I'll obey you now, and when 
we arc married you (hall obey me. 

T. Faf With all my heart. But I doubt we rnufb 
get Nurfe on our fide, or we fhall hardly prevail with 
the Chaplain. 

Mtfs. No more we (han't indeed, for he loves her 
better than he loves his pulpit, and would always be. 
a-prcaching to her by his good will. 

T. Faf Why then, my dear, if you'll call her 
hither, we'll try to perfuade her prefently. 

Mifs. O Lord, I can tell you a way how to per- 
fuade her to any thing. 

r. Faf How's that ? 

Mifs. Why tfcll her (he's a handfome, comely wo- 
man* and give her half-a-crown. 

r. Faf Nay, if that will do, (he (hall have half ». 
(cDix oi thcip. , 
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Alifs, O Gemini, for half that fheM many yoit 
herfelf. — I'll run and call her. {Exlt^ 

T. Faf. Soh, matters go fwimmingly. This is a 
rare girl Pfaith. I (hall have a fine time on't with 
her at I^ondon. But no matter — (he brings me an- 
cibate will afford me a feparate maintenance* 

Enter Lory. 

2*. Faf. 'So, Lor>-, what's the matter ? 

Lor^» Here, Sir ; an intercepted packet from the 
enemy — your brother's poftillion brought it — I knew 
the livery, pretended to be^afervant of Sir.TunbcU 
ly's, and fo got pofTeflion of the letter. 
. r. Faf. (Looking at it. J Ouns I— He tells Sir 
Tunbelly here, that he will be with him this even-- 
ii3g| with a large ptrty to fupper — 'egad I muit mar- 
ry the girl direAly. 

Lory. O Zounds, Sir, diredly to be fure ! Here 
(be comes. {^Exit Lory. 

r. F{f. And the old Jefabel with her. She has a 
thorough procuring countenance, however. 

Enter Mifs Hoyden and Nurse. 

r. Faf, How do you do, Mrs. Nurfe ? — I defircd 
your young lady would give me leave to fee you, that 
I might thank you for your extraordinary, care and 
condudl in her education ; pray accept of this fmall 
acknowledgment for it at prefent, and depend upon 
my farther kindnefs when I fhaltbe that happy thing 
her hufband. 

Mr/^. (4fide.) Gold, >7 ^A^a^d^^V-^^^^^^^^ 
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Hour's goodncfs is too great. Alas ! all I can boaft 
of is, 1 gave her pure good milk, and fo your Ho., 
nour would have faid, an you had feen how the poor 
thing thrived— -and how it would look up in my face 
—•and crow and laugh it would ! 

M'lf^, (To Nurfc, taikng her angrily aftde*) Pray 
one word with you. Prithee, Nurfe, don't ftand 
ripping up old ftorles, to make one afhamed before 
one's love ; do you think fuch a fine, proper gentle- 
man as he is, cares for a fiddle-come tale of a child ^ 
If you have a mind to make him have a good opinion 
of a woman, don't tell him what one did then, tell 
him what one can do now. (To him.) I bopeyotrr 
Honour will excufe my mif-manners, to whifper be- 
fore you, it was only to give fome orders about the 



T, Faf, O, every thing, Madam, is to give wiy 
to bufinefs ; befides, good houfewifcry is a veryconwt 
jaendable quality in a young lady. 

Mifs. Pray, Sir, are young ladies good hbufe- 
wives at London town ?-^Do they darn their own^ 
linen. 

T. Faf. O no ;— they fludy how to fpend money,, 
not to fave. / 

Mifs. I'cod, I don't know but that may be better 
fport, ha, Nurfe!' 

T. Faf. Well, you fhall have your choice when 
you come there. 

Mifs. Shall I ?— then by my troth I'll get there 
as faft as I can. (To Nurfe.) His Honour defirei 
youll be fo kind,, as to. let. us be married to-mor-.- 
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Nurfe. To-morrow, my dear Madam r 
T> FaJ, Aye faith, Nurfe, you may well be fur* 
prifed at Mifs's wanting to put it off fo long — to- 
morrow 1 no, no— 'tis now, this very hour, I would 
iiave the ceremony pcrform'd. 
Mifs. I'cod, with all my heart. 
Nurfe. O mercy, worfe and worfc. 
T. Faf, Yes, Tweet Nurfe, now, and privately* 
^or all things being figned and fealed, why (houhl 
.Sir Tunbelly make us flay a week for a wedding din» 
iier ? 

Nurfe. But if you (hould be marned now, what 
-will you do when Sir Tunbelly calls for you to be 
wedded ? 

Mlfs, Why then we will be married again. 
Nurfe. What, twice, my child ! 
Mlfs. I'cod, I don't care how often I'm married, 
not I. 

Nurfe. Well- — I'm fuch a tender-hearted fool, I 
• find I pan refufe you nothing. So you (hall^'en fol- 
low your own inventions. 

M'fs. ShaU l\—(Jftd€.) O Lord, I could leap 
©ver the Moon, 

T. Faf. Dear Nurfe, thisgoodnefsof your'sfRan't 
go unrewarded. But now you muft employ your 
power witli the Chaplain, that he may do his friendly 
office too, and then we fhall be all happy. Do you 
think you can prevalHvIth him ? 

Nurfe. Prevail with him ! — Or he (hall never pre* 
vail with me, I can tell him that. 

T. Faf I'm glad to hear it ; however, to ftrength- 
en your i'ntcrcil with lum, yow tcv^^ \<.\. VvkvV^^^'* 
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I have feveral fat livings in my gift, and that the firft 
that falls fhall be in your difpofal. 

Nurfe, Nay then, I'll make him marry more folks 
than one, I'Upromifehinu 

Mi/s. Faith do, Nurfe, make him marry you too, 
I'm fure he'll do it for a fat living. 

T. Faf, Well, Nurfe, while you go and fettle 
m^atters with him, your lady and I will go and take 
a walk in the garden. ££xif Nurfe. 

T, Faf. f Giving her his hand,) Come, Madam, 
dare you venture yourfelf alone with me ? 

Mifu O dear, yes. Sir, I don't think you'll do 
any thing to me I need be afraid on. [^ExeunU 



SCENE IL 

Enter AvLAJiD Ay herWoMAiifoIIowmg. 

Maid. If you pleafe. Madam, only to fay whe- 
ther you'll have me buy them or not ? 

jiman. Yes — no— go— Teazer !— I care not what 
you do — prithee leave me. {^Exit Maid. 

Enter Berintnia. 

Eer. What, in the name of Jove's the matter with 
you ? 

Aman. The matter, Beriathla \ I'm almoft mad;; 
llm plagued to deat\u 
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Ber, Who is it that plagues you ? 

^matu Who do you think fl\ould plague a wife, 
• but her hufband I 

Ber, O ho ! is it come to that ?— we (hall have 
.you wl(h yourfelf a-widow, by and bye. 

Aman. Would I were any thing but what I,am ! 
abafe, ungrateful man, to ufe me thus ! 

Ber. What, has he given yoii frefh reafon to fuf- 
|)c6l his wandering \ 

Aman* Every hour gives me reafon. 

Ber. And yet, Amanda, you perhaps at this mo- 
ment caufe in another's breaft the fame tormenting 
doubts and jealoufies which you feel fo fenfibly your- 
felf. 

Aman. Heaven knows I would not ! 

Ber, Why, you can't tell but there may be fome 
one as tenderly attached to Townly, whom you boafl 
of as your conqueft, as you can be to your huf- 
band. 

Aman. I'm fure I never encouraged his prcten- 
fion€. 

Ber, Pfhaw ! Pfhaw ! — No fenfiblc man ever.per- 
feveres to love, without encouragement. Why have 
you not treated him as^you have Lord Foppington ? 

Aman, Becaule he has not prefumed fo far. 'But 
let us drop the fubjedlt. Men, not women, are rid- 
dles. Mr. Lovelefs now follows fome flirt for variety, 
.whom I'm fure he does not like.fo well as he does 
,me. 

Ber, That's more than you know, Madam. 

^man. Why, do you know the ugly thing ? 
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Ber. I think I can gucfs at the perfoa— but fhc'i 
no fuch ugly thing neither. 

Aman. Is flie very handfome ? 

Ber. Truly I think fo. 

Aman, Whatever (he be, I'm fure he does not like 
ber well enough to beftow any thing more than a lit- 
tle outward gallantry upon her. 

Ber, (Afide.) Outward gallantrjr.-^I can't beaf 
this. — Come, cOmc, don't you be too fccure, Aman*- 
da ; while you fufFer Townly to imagine that you do 
not deleft him for his defigns on you, you have no 
right to complain, that your hufband is engaged clfe- 
•where. But here comes the pcrfon we were fpeaking 
of. 

Enter Townly. 

'7'own. Ladies, as I come uninvited, I beg, if 1 
Intrude, you will ufe the fame freedom in turning me 
tout again. 

Aman, I believe, Sir, it is near the time Mr. Love- 
lefs fald he would be at home. He talked of ac- 
-cepting of Lord Foppington's invitation to fup at Sif 
Tunbelly Clumfey's. 

To^um, His Lordfhip has done me the honour t© 
invite me alfo. If you'll let me efcort you, I'll let 
you into a myftery as we go, in which you muft play 
ft part when we arrive. 

Aman. But we have two hours yet to fpare — the 
carriages are not ordered 'till eight — and it is not a 
five minutes drive. So, Coufin, let us keep the 
Colonel to play piquet with us, till Mr. Loveleft 
comes home. 



AcrlV. A TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH. 385 

Ber* As you pleafe, Madam, but you know I 
have a letteij to write. 

Town, Madam, you know you may command me, 
though Pm a very wretched gamefter. 

j^man, O, you play well enough to lofe your mo- 
ney, and that's all the ladies require — and fo without 
any more ceremony, let us go into the next room and 
call for cards and candles. [^Exeunt. 



SCENE IlL 

Berinthia's DnJJlng-Room* 

Enter Loveless. 

LttveL So — thus far all's well— I have got into 
her drefling-room, and it being dufk, I think nobody 
has perceived me fteal into the houfe. I heard Berin» 
thia tell niy wife fhe had fome particular letters to 
write this evening, before we went to Sir Tunbelly's, 
and here are the implements for correfpondcnce — ^how 
Thall I mufter up aifurance to (hew myfelf when (he 
comes ? — I think (he has given me encouragement— 
and to do my impudence juftice, 1 have made the 
mod of it. — 1 hear a door open and fome one com- 
ing ; if it (hould be my wife, what the Devil (hould 
I fay I — I believe (lie millrufts me, and by my life I 
don't deferve her tendernefs; however I am determin 
cdto reform, though not yet. Hahi — Berinthia- ; 
R 
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fb I'll dep in here till I fee what fort of humour (he 
)S in. [^Gocf into the Clofet, 

Enter Berinthia* 

Ber. Wa3 ever fo provoking a fituation !— To 
think I fhould fit and hear him compliment Amanda 
to my face ! — I have loft all patience with them both. 
I would not for fomething have Lovelefs know what 
temper of mind they have piqued me into, y^t I can't 
bear to leave them together. No— I'll puL my pa- 
pers away, and return, to difappoint them. (Gou 
totheclofet.) O Lord ! aghoft! aghoft! a ghoft i 

• 
Enter Loveless. 

Lovel. Peace, my Angel — it's no ghoil — but ope 
worth a hundred fpirits. 

Ber. How, Sir, have you had the infolence to 
prefume to :run in again**— here's Xpmebody com- 
ing. 

Enter Mai©. 

Maid. OLord, Ma'am, what's the matter ? 

Ber. O Heav'ns! I'm almoft frightened out of 
ray wits ! — I thought verily I had feen a ghoft, and 
^twas nothing but a black hood pin'd againfl the wall. 
—You may go again, I am the fearfuleft fool ! 

[JExi/Maid. 

Re-enter Loveless. 

^ lov /• Is the coa^ ck^x *, 
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BtT. The coail clear ! — Upon my word I wonder- 
at your affurance ! •'•. 

LoveL Why then you wonder before 1 have givea 
you a proof of it. But where's my wife I 
Ber. At cards. 
LoveL With whom ? 
Ber. WithTownly. 
LoveL Then we are fafe enough. 
Ber, You are fo ! — Some hufbands would be of 
another mind were he at cards with their wives. 

LoveL And they'd be in the right on't too — but I 
dare truft mine. 

Ber. Indeed ! — And (he, I doubt not, has the 
fame conBdence in you. Yet do you think Ihe'd be' 
content to come and find you here ? 

LoveL 'Egad, as you fay, that's true — then for 
fear (he fhould come, hadn't we better go into the 
next room out of her way ? 
Ber. What — ^in the dark ? 
LoveL Aye— or with a light, which you pleafe. 
Ber. You are certainly very impudent. 
LoveL Nay then — let me condudl you, my An- 
gel. 

Ber.i Hold, hold, yoU are miftaken in your An- 
gel, lafFureyou. 

LoveL I hope not, for by this hand Ifwcar. 
Ber. Come, come, let go my hand, or I (hall hate 
you, I'll cry out as I live. 

LoveL Impoffible ! — ^you cannot be fo cruel. 
Ber. Ha ! — here's fomc one coming — begone in- 
ftantly. 
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hovel, Will you promife to return if -I remain 
bcre? 

Bcr. Never truft jnyfelf in a room with you again 
ivhilc-1 live. 

L^vcL But 1 have fomething particular to CQm- 
municaie to you. 

Ber. Well, well, before we go to -Sir Tunbelly's 
I'll walk upon the lawn. If -you are fond-^f 9 Mopn- 
light evening, you will find me there. 

Lovel. E'faith, they're coming here now. 1 

take you at your word. 

[^Exit Lovelefs Into the Clofet. 

Ber, 'Tis Amanda, as I live. — I hope (he has ngt 
heard his voice. Though I mean flie fhoulAhave h^ 
ihareof jealoufy. 

Enter Amanda. 

Araan, Berinthia, why did you leave me'? 

Ber. I thought I only fpoiPd your party. 

Aman. Since you have been gone, Townly bas 
attempted to renew his importunities. — 1 muft break 
with him — for I canjiot venture to acquaint Mr. 
Lovelefs with his condu<ft. * 

Ber, O no — Mr. JUoytJefe muftn't know of it.by 
any means. 

Aman, O, not for the wcJrld. 1 wifh, Beijn- 

thia, you would undertake to fpeak to ToJVJily on the 
fubjea. 

Ber, Upon my word it would be a very pleafant 
fjbjea for me to t^lk to him on. — Bat come — ^let us 
go ].a':k — and you may depend on't, Pll notjeavc 
jt;: to<jt:i her again, if I can help jt. \Epieunt. 
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Enter Loveless. 

LoveL Soh-«-fo !— a pretty piece of bufinefs [ 
have over-heard — Townly makes love to my wife — 
attd I'm not to know it for the world — I muft enquire 
into this — and, by Heav'n, if I find that Amanda hda 

in the fmalleft degree Yet, what have I been at 

here ? O, s'death ! thatfs no rule. 

That wife alone, unfuUied credit wins, 
Whofe virtues can atone her Jiufband's fins ; 
Thus while the man has other nymphs in view, 
It fuits the woman to be doubly true. 



JCr V. SCENE I. 



A Garden — Moon Light »^ 
Enter Loveless* 



Loveless. 

Now, docs flie mean to make a fool of me, or not ? 
— 1 (han't wait much longer, for my wife will foon be 
enquiring for me to fet out on our fupping party. — 
Sufpence is at all times the devil — but c^{ -aW ^k\c>\'^'^ ^^ 
fufpence, the watching for 3, \o\\.^yvcv^ vta^oc^^'s* \^ 
the wrorft— but let me accufc Wt w^ \o^<^^^^^^^ 
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approaches with one fmile to o'erpay the anxiety of 
a year. 

(Enter Berinthia.) 

O Berinthia, what a world of kindnefs are you in my 
debt ! — had you (laid five minutes longer — 
Ber, You would have been gone, I Aippofe. 
LoveL (ulfide,) £g?d (he's right enough. 
Ber, And 1 afTure you, 'twas ten to one that I 
came at all. In (hort, I begin to think you are too 
dangerous a Being to trifle with ; and as I (hall pro- 
bably only make a fool of you at laft, I believe we 
had better let matters reft as they are. - 

LoveL You cannot mean it furc ? 

Ber. No ! — why do you think you are really fo 
irrefiftable, and mafter of fo much addrefs, as to 
deprive a woman ofherfenfes in a few days acquaint- 
ance ? 

LoveL O, no. Madam ; 'tis only by your pre- 
fer ving your fenfes that I crfn hope to be admitted 
into your favour — your tafte, judgment, and dif- 
cernment, are what 1 biiild veq iiopes on, 

Ber. Very mode ft, upon my word — ^and it cer- 
tainly follows, that the greateft proof I can give of 
^ my pofTefling thofe qualities, would be my admiring 
Mr. Lovelefs ! 

LoveL O, that were fo cold a proof — 

Ber. What (hall I do more ? — efteemyou ? 

LvveL O, no— worfe and worfe. — Can you be- 
hold a man, whofe every faculty your attraftions 
Jiave engroffed — ^\v\\ofc w\vo\e ^ov\, ^^ Vj i«w^^\jx- 
Jiient, you have kV^'d otv— c^tv l^^ l^^Vxmxx^a. 
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ble at your feet, and talk of fo poor a return as your 
efteem ! 

Ber, What more would you have me give to a 
married man ? 

LoveL How doubly cruel to remind me of misfor- 
tunes ! 

Ber, A misfortune to be married to fo charming a 
woman as Amanda ! 

LoveL I grant all her merit, but — 'fdeath, now 
fee what you have done by talking of her — (he's here 
by all that's unlucky. 

Ber, O Ged, we had both better get out of the 
way, for I fhould feel as aukward to meet her as 
you. 

LoveL Aye — ^but if I miflake not, I fee Townly 
coming this way alfo— I muft fee a little into this 
matter. (Steps aftde,) 

Ber, O, if that's your intention — I am no woman 
if 1 fuffer myfelf to be outdone in curiofity. 

{Goes on the other JtJe. 

Enter Amakda. 

Aman* Mr. Lovelefs come home and walking on 
the lawn ! — I will not fuffer him to walk fo late, 

though perhaps It is to (hew his negledt of me 

Mr. Lovelefs — ha ! — Townly again i — ^how I am per- 
fecuted I 

Enter Town l v. 

Town, Madam, you feem difturbed ! 
j^man. Sir, I have teafon. 
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Town. Whatever be the caufe, I would to Hca" 
veil it were in my power to bear the pain, or to rc- 
rrove the malady. 

Aman, Your interference can only add to my dlf- 
trcfs. 

Town. Ah ! Madam, if it be the fting of unre- 
fiuited love you fufFer from, feek for your remedy in 
revenge — weigh well the ilrength and beauty of your 
charms, and roufe up that fpirit a woman ought to 
bear — difdain the falfc embraces of a hufband — fee 
at your feet a real lover — his zeal may give him 
title to your pity, although his merit cannot claim 
your love ! 

Lovel. (Afide.) So, fo, very fine, e'faith ! 

Aman. Why do you prefume to talk to me thus ? 
— is this your friendfhip to Mr. Lovelefs ? — I per- 
ceive you will compel me at laft to acquaint him with 
your treachery. 

Town. He could not upbraid me if you were — he 
deferves it from me — ^for he has not been more falfe 
to you, than faithlefs to me. 

Aman. To you! 

Town. Yes, Madam; the lady for whom he now 
deferts thofe charms which he was never worthy of, 
•was mine by right ; and I imagined too, by inclina- 
tion. — Yes, Madam, Berinthia, who now**— 

Aman. Berinthia ! — impoffible ! — 
Town. 'Tistrue, or may I never merit your atten- 
tion. — She is the deceitful forcerefs who now holds 
your hufband's heart in bondage. 

Aman. I will not believe it. 

Town. By tlic Cait\ioi?iXTu^\^N^^>'^^^«^^^^ 
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conviAion. — This very day I faw them together, and 
overheard— 

jiman. Peace, Sir, I will not even liften to fuch ' 
flander — this is a poor device to work on my refent- 
ment, to liften to your infidious addrcfles. No, Sir :- 
though Mr. Lavelefs may be capable of error, I am 
convinced I cannot be deceived fo grofsly in him, as 
to believe what you now report y and for Berinthia^ 
you (hould have fixed on fome more probable perfon 
for my rival, than (lie who is my relation, and my 
friend: for while I am myfelf free ffom guilt, I will" 
never believe that love can beget injuryv oi: confi- • 
dence create ingratitude. - 

Town, If I do not prove this td you 

jiman. You never ftiallhave an opportunity — from- 
the artful manner in which you firft fhew'd yourfelf 
to me, I might have been led, as far as virtue per* 
mitted, to have thought you lefs criminal than unhap^ 
py — ^but this laft unmanly artifice merits at once my 
refentment and contempt, \^ExU. 

Town. Sure there's divinity about her; amd fhc* 
has difpenfed fome portion of honour's light to me z 
yet can I bear to lofe Berinthia without revenge or 
compenfation ? — Perhaps fhe is not fo culpable as I 
thought her. I was miflaken when I began to think 
lightly of Amanda's virtue, and may be in my cen- 
fure of my Berinthia. — Surely I love her flill ; for I . 
feel I fhould be happy to find myfelf in the wrong. 

lExiL^ 

Enter LovELiiSS ani ^k¥LWT>^\k% ^ 

jBin YovLv fcrvant, Mr. Lovdc^s* • . 
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LvoeL Your fervant, Madam. 

Ber, Pray, what do you think of this ? 

Lovel. Truly, I don't know what to fay. 

l>r. Don't you think wc ileal forth two con- 
tcrr.ptiblc creatures? 

I.ove!. Why tolerable — fo I muft confefs. 

Bsr, And do you concciTC it poflible for you ever 
to ;n've Amanda the leaft aneafinefs again ? 

/y'/'zv/. No, I think we never fhould, indeed. 

Bcr. We I — why, mender, you don't pretend that 
I ever entertain'd a thought. 

Lovel, Why then, fincerely, andhoneftly, Berin- 
thia, there is fomething in my wife's condudl which 
ftrikes me fo forcibly, that if it were not for fhame, 
and the fear of hurting you in her opinion, I fwear 
I would follow her, confefs ray error, and truft to 
her generofity for forgive nefs. • 

Ber. Nay, prithee don't let your refpeft for me 
prevent you ; for as my ohjedl in trifling with you 
was nothing more than to pique Townly ; and as I 
perceive he has been af^uated by a fimilaf motive, 
you may depend on't I fhall make no myftcry of the 
matter to him. 

LoveL By no meaus inform him — for though I 
may choofe to pafs by his condu6^ without refcnt- 
ment, how will he prefumc to look me in the face 
again ? 

Bcr. How will you prefumc to look him in the face 
again ? 

LoveL He — who has dared to attempt the honouF 
oFmymkl 

Ber. You who ^avc dated lo 2Llt^Tw^\>tvtVox^wi^ 

'• ^k miftrcfs !— .Come, eon^t V>^ Tx^^e^^^l m^ ^V^ 
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affedl more levity than I have, and don't think of an- 
ger in this caufe. A readihefs to rcfent injuries, is 
a virtiiie only in thofe who are flovr to injure, 

LoveL Then I will be ruled by you — and when 
you (hall think proper to uhdec'eive Townly, may 
your good qualities make as finceye a convert of him, 
as Amanda's have otme. When truth's extended 
from us, then we own the robe of virtue is a fccret 
habit. 

Could women but our fecret coiintels fcan — 
Could they but reach the deep referve of man- 
To keep our love— they'd rate their virtue high— -• 
They live together, and together die ! 



SCENE II. 

Sii: Tunbelly's Houfe. 
Enter Miss Hoyden, Nurse, anJY. Fashion. 

T. Faf. This quick difpatch of tl!e chaplain's I 
take fo kindly,' it (hall give him claim to my favour 
as long as I ILve^ 1 aiTure yoiu 

Mifs. And to mine too, I proixiiie you. 
. Nurfe. I mod humbly thadk your honours ; ajid 
may your children fwarm about you, like bees about 
ir honey-comb. 

Mifs. I'cod with all my heart — the more the xaAw 
rier, I fay— 4ia Nurfe ? , . 

£ater LoRr, taking Y. ¥\SH\OYi boJlVl^ aJviVe^ 
JLotjm One word tvitbyou^ fct'fte.w^^cA^a^fcR^^ 



396 A TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH.. Act V. 

r. Faf. What the Devil's the matter ? 

Lory, Sir, your fortune's ruined, if you are not 
married — yonder's your brother, arrived with two 
coaches and (ix horfes, twenty footmen, and a coat 
worth fourfcore pounds — fo judge what will become 
of your Lady's heart. 

T. Fa/. Is he in the houfe yet ? 

Lory, No — they are capitulating with him at the 
gate — Sir Tunbelly luckily takes him for an impoftor, 
and I have told him that we had heard of this plot 
before. 

r. Faf. That's right: (To Mifs) My dear, here's 
a troublefome bafmefs my man tells me of, but don't 
be frighten'd, we fhall be too hard for the rogue. — 
Here's an impudent fellow at the gate (not knowing 
1 was come hither incognito) has taken my name 
upon him, in hopes to run away with you. 

Mifs. O the brazen-faced varlet, it^s well we arc 
married, or may-be we might never have been fo. 

r. Faf. (Jftde.) Egad, like enough.— Prithee, 
Nurfe, run to Sir Tunbelly, and ftop him from going 
to the gate before I fpcak with him. 

Nurfe, Aii't pleafe your honour, my Lady and I 
had bell lock ourfelves up till the danger be over* 

T. Faf. Do fo, if you pleafe. . 

Mifs. Not fo faft-— 1 won't be lock'd up any more, 
now I'm married. ^ 

T. Faf Yes, pray, my dear do, till w& have felz'd 
this rafcal. ' > 

Mifs. Nay, if you'll pray me, Plljdo any thing. 
^Eaclt M\{% and Nurfe* 

T. Faf. (Tto Lory.'i H^tV ^o\\, ^\to5cv> \>^\\^^% 
uic better than youim^tw. 'TV^ vi^^^vcv^^^^^x* 
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Lory. (4fide.) The Devil it is, Sir ! 

r. Faf. Not a word— all's fafe— but Sir Tunbelly. 
don't know it, nor muft not yet^ So I am rcfolved 
to brazen the bufinefs out, and have the pleafure of 
turning the impoftor upon his Lordfliip, which I be- 
lieve may eafily be done. 

Enter Sir Tunbelly, and Setivants, armed with 
cTtthsy pitchforks^ &c. 

!r. Faf Did you ever hear. Sir, of fo impudent 
an undertaking ? 

Sir Tun, Never, by the Mafs — but we'll tickle 
him, I'll warrant you'. 

T, Faf They tell me, Sir> he has a great many 
people with him, difguifed like fervants. 

8'ir Tun. Ay^ ay, rogues enow — but we have 
maller'd them. — We only fired a few fhot over their 
heads, and the regiment fcower'd in an inftant.' 
Here, Tommas, bring in your prifoner#^ 

r. Faf If you pleafe. Sir Tunbelly, it will be > 
beft for me not to confiont the fellow yet, till you 
have heard how far his impudence will carry him. 

Sir Tun, 'Egad, your Lordfhip is an ingenidus 
perfon. Your Lordfhip then will pleafe to ftep 
afide. 

Lory. (Jfide.) 'Fore Heaven I applaud my. maf- 
tci*8 modefty. [^ExeuntY. Fafhiontf«</ Lory. 

Enter Servants, with Lord Foppington, 
difarmed. 

Sir Tun, Come — ^bring Vi\m ^qu^^ "Wv^^ Vvc^ 
glong, 
Z. Fop. What the pwi sSio ^wx m«xw^ ^^^ 
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L. Fop. ( Afi^,) This muft be my wife, by her. 
natural indination to her hufband. 

Mifs, Pray, father, what do you intend to do- 
with him — hang him ? 

Sir Tun. That, atleaft, child. 

Nurfe, Aye, and it's e'en too good for him too. 

Z. Fop. ( Afide,) Madame la Govcmante, I pre- 
fumc 5 hitherto this appears to me to be one of the 
mo(L extraordinary families that ever man of quality 
matcH'd into. 

Str Tun. What's become of my Lord, daughter? 

Mifs. He's juft coming, Sir. 

L. Fop. (jificle.) My Lord! — ^What does he 
mean by that now ? 

Enter Y. Fashion and Lory. 

L. Fop. Stap my vitals, Tam, now the dream's- 
out*. 

T.Faf. Is this the fellow. Sir, that defignM to- 
trick me of your daughter ? 

Sir Tun. This is he, my Lord|^ hew do you like: 
him ? Is not he a pretty fellow to get a fortune ? 

T. Faf. I find by his drefs, he thought^ your 
daughter might be taken with a beau. 

Mifs. O gemini i Is this a beau ? Let me fee him 
again. Ha i I find a beau is no fuch ugly thing . 
neither. 

T. Faf. *Egad, fhc'U be in love with him prefcnt- 

ly, — I'll e'en have him fcnt away to gaol. (T'o Lord 

Foppington.) Sir, though your undertaking (hews* 

yoiiaperfon of no exUaordm^Lr^mo^^^^^ \^NkY^^<t 

you ha'n't confidence €Uou^\iXo tTfc.^^e^. mxj^^^nws* 

from me. 
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this is but a dream. Prithee, old father, wilt thou 
give me leave to afk thee one queftion ? 

Sir Tun. I can't tell whether I will or not, till I 
know what it is. 

L. Fop. Why then it is, whether thou didft not 
write to my Lord Foppington to come down and 
marry thy daughter ? 

Sir Tun. Yes, marry did I, and niy Lord Fop- ^ 
pington is come down, and (hall itiarry ihy daughter 
before (he's a day older. 

L. Fop. Now give me thy hand, old dad, I 
thought we fhould underftand one another at laft. 

Sir Tun. This fellow^s mad — h^re, bind him hand 
and foot. [They hind h'lm^ 

L, Fop, Nay, prithee Knight, leave fooling, thy 
jeft begins to grow dull. 

Sir Tun. Bind him> I fay-*--he*6 mad — ^bread and 
water, a dark room, and a whip, may bring him ta 
his fcnfes again. 

L. Fop. Prithee, Sir TunbcUy^ 'why (Fiould yoir 
take fuch an averfion to the freedom of my addr^fs^ 
as to fuffer the rafcaU thus to (kewer down my arms 
like ft rabbit ? *Egad> if I don't Wakeri Quickly, by 
all that I can fee, this is Hke to proV^ one of the ' 
moft impertinent dreams that ever I dreamt in my 
life. [Afide. 

Enter Miss Hoyd£H tffTt/ Nurse. 

Mifs. (Going up to him.) Is this he that woiild 
have run away with me ? Fongh ! how he ftinks of* 
fweetsl — Pray, father, klYdm\j^Awg|^t^NJw:^ '^icfc 
horfc-pond. 
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Lory^ (Afuk,) So, Sir, What will you do now ? 

T. Faf. Be quiet — they are in the plot. (To Sir 
Tunbelly. ) Only a few friends, Sir Tunbelly, whom 
1 wifh'd to introduce to you. 

L. Fop. Thou art the moft impudent fellow, Tarn,, 
that ever Nature yet brought into the world. Sir 
Tunbelly, ftrikc me fpeechlefs, but thefe are my 
friends and my guefts, and they will foon inform 
thee, ^'hether I am the true Lord Foppingtoft or 
not. 

Enter Loveless, Townly, Amanda, and 
Berinthia. 

. ^- T, Faf. So, gentlemen, this is friendly, I rejoice 
to fee you. 

Tonvn, My Lord, we are fortunate in being the 
witnefles of your Lord fhip's happinefs. 

Lovel. But your Lordfhip will do us the honour 
to introduce us to Sir Tunbelly'CIumfey ? 

jiman. And us to your Lady. 

L. Fop. Ged take me, but they are all in a ftory. 

^ir Tun, Gentlemen, you do me great honour ;. 
my Lord Toppington^s friends will ever be welcome 
to me and mine. 

T, Faf. My love, let me introduce you to thefe 
ladies. 

Mifs, By goles, they look fo fine and fo ftifly I 
am aimed aiham'd to come nigh 'em. 

Amatu A moft engaging lady, indeed! 
Mifs, Thank ye, Ma'am! 

Ben And I doubt tvot, Wv^ Ioqxv ^\^Ycv^\W«tx- 
Mi in the feeau Monde, 
Mtfs. Where htbali 



Mt V. A TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH. 40^ 

T. Faf, You'll foon learn, nvy dear, 

LoveL But, Lord Foppington 

/». Fop, Sir ! 

LoveL Sir ! 1 was not addrefling myfelf to you^ 
Sir ; pray who is this gentleman ? He feems rather ia 
a {jngplar predicament. 

Sir Tun, Ha, ha, ha ! — So thefe are your friend* 
and your guefts, ha, my adventurer ? 

L,' Fop, 1 am ftruck dumb with their Impudence, 
and cannot pofitivtly fay whether I (hall ever fpeak 
again or not. 

Sir Tun, Why, Sir, this modeft gentleman want- 
ed to pafs himfelf upon me for Lord Foppington, and 
carry off my daughter. 

JUoveL A likely plot to fucceed, truly, ha, hal'-fr. 

X. Fop, As Gad (hall judge me, Lovelefs, 1 did 
not expe<^ this from thee 5 come» .prrthceconfefs the 
joke; tell Sir Tunbelly that I am the real Lord Fop- 
pington, who yefterday made love to thy wife ; waft 
honoured by her with a flap on the face> and after- 
ward pink'd through the body by thee. 

Sir Tim. A likely ftory, truly, that a Peer wou'd 
behave thus ! 

LoveL A curious fellow indeed I that wou'd fcan- 
dalize the charadler he wants to aflume ; but what 
will you do with him, Sir Tunbelly ? 

Sir Tun, Commit him certainly, unlefs the bride 
and bridegroom choofe to pardon him. 

L, Fop, Bride and bridegroom !-— For Gad^s f;;ke. 
Sir Tunbelly, 'tis tarture to me to hear yo^ call 'em 
£0. 
Mifs. Why, yoi\ ugly t\\\i\^^ viWx ^^xi^\^^^^ 
Aave him call us ? dog and cat \ 
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Z. Fop, By no meanS) Mifs; for that founds ten 
times more like man and wife, than t'other. 

Sir Tun. A precious rogue this, to come, a wooing !' 

Etiter Servant. 

Ser. There are fome more gentle folks below, to 
wait upon Lord Foppington. 

Town, S'death, Tom, what will you do now? 

L, Fop. Now, Sir Tunbelly, here are- wrtueffes, 
who I' believe are not corrupted.. 

Sir Tun, Peace, fellow ! — Would your Lordfh ip 
choofe to have your guefts fhewn hfere, or (hall they 
wait till we come to 'em ? 

T, Faf. I believe. Sir Tunbelly, we had better 
aot have thefe vifitors here yet ; 'gad, all muft out I 

JLoveL Confefs, confefs, we'll ftand by you. 

Zr. Fop. Nay, Sir Tunbelly, I infift on your call- 
ing evidence on both fides, and if I do not prove that 
fellow an impoftor 

T. Faf. Brother, I will fave you the trouble, by 
now confefEng, that I am not what I have paifed 
n^.yfelf for ; — Sir Tunbelly, I am a gentleman, and 
1 flatter myfdf a man of chj^after ; but 'tis with 
great pride I affure, I am not Lord Foppington, 

Sir Tun. Ouil's !•— what's this! — an impoftor!— 
a cheat! — fire and faggots. Sir! — if you arc not 
Lord Foppington, who the Devil are you ? 

T. Faf, Sir, the beft of my condition is, I atn 
your fon.in-law, and the worft of it is, lambrothci* 
to that noble Peer* 

L. Fop. Impudunt to xVve \^^\ 

Sir Tun. My ron.uvVA>«\ ^ot-l^N-. Wo^X 
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T, Faf. Pardon me, Sir, thanks to the goodnefs 
©f your Chaplain, and the kind ofGlces of this old 
gentlewoman. 

Lory. 'Tis trwe, indeed, Sir; I gave yourdaugh- 
ter.away, and Mrs. Nurfe, here, was. clerk. 

Sir Tun, .K«Qck. that rafcal down ! — But fpeak, 
Jczabel, how's this ? 

Nurfe* Alas, your honour, forgive me !— I have 

been over-reach'd in this bullnefs as well as you ; 

your Worfhip knows, if the wedding dinner had been 

ready, you would have given her away with your own 

, hands. 

Sir Tun, But how.durft you. do this without ac« 
y quainting me ! 

Nurfe, Alas, if your Wor (hip had. feen. how the 
poor thing begg'd and pray'd, and clung and twin'd 
about me like ivy.j-ound an old. wall, you would fay I 
\vho had nurs'd it and . reiar'd it, muft have had a 
heart of ftone to refufe it. 

Sir Tun, Ouns 1 I (hall go mad i Unloofe my 
J-ord there, you fcoundrels ! 

L, Fop. Why, when thefe gentlemen are at lei- 
fure, 1 (hou'd be glad to congratulate you on your 
fon-in-law, with a little more freedom of addrefs. 

Mifs. 'Egad, though— rl don't fee which is to be 
my huftand, after all. 

Lovel, Come, come, SirTunbelly, a man of your 
underftanding muft perceive, that an affair of this 
kind is not to be mended by anger and reproaches. 

Tcnun, Take my word .for it. Sir Tunbelly, you 
are only tricked into-.a. f^iwi: in-law you.may be proud 
of; my friend, Tom Faftiioi), is as honeft a fellow 
as ever hrcAth^d, 
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LoveL That he is, depend on't, and will hunt or 
drink with you moil alFedlionately ; be generous, old 
boy, and forgive them. 

Sir Tun. Never — ^the huffcy ! — when I had fet my 
heart on getting her a title ! 

L. Fop. Now, Sir Tunbelly, that I am untrufs'd, 
give me leave to thank thee for the very extraordi- 
nary reception I have met with in thy damnM, exe- 
crable manfion, and at the fame time to aflure you, 
that of all the bumpkins and blockheads 1 have had 
the misfortune to meet with, thou art the moft obfti- 
nate and egregious, ftrike me ugly ! 

Sir Tun, What's this ! — Ouns ! I believe you are 
both rogues alike ! 

L, Fop. No, Sir Tunbelly, thou wilt find to thy 
unfpeakable mortification, that I am the real Lord 
Foppington, who was to have difgraced myfelf by an 
alliance with a clod ; and that thou haft matchM thy 
girl to a beggarly younger brother of mine, whofe 
title deeds might be contained in thy tobacco-box. 

Sir Tun. Puppy, puppy ! — I might prevent their 
being beggars if I choofe it ; — ^for I could give 'em as 
good a rent-roll as your Lordflrip. 

Town. Well faid, Sir Tunbelly. 

L. Fop. Aye, old fellow, but you will not do it ; 
for that would be adling like a Chriftian, and thou 
art a thorough barbarian, ftap my vitals. 

Sir Tun. Udzookers ! Now fix fuch words more, 
and I'll forgive them dire6Uy. 

LoveL 'Slife, Sir Tunbelly, you fhou'd do it, 
and blefs yourfclf ; ladies what fay you ? 

j^man. Good Sir Tunbelly^ you muft confent. 
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Ber. Come, you have bce^ young yourfelf, Sir 
Tunbelly. 

Sir Tun. Well then, iflmuft, 1 muft ;— but turn 
that fneering Lord out, however ; and let me be re- 
venged on fomebody : but firft, look whether I am a 
barbarian, or not; there, children, I join your hands, 
and when I'm in a better humour, I'll give you my 
blefling. 

LoveL Nobly done, Sir Tunbelly ; and we fhall 
fee you dance at a grandfon's wedding, yet. 

Mifs. By goles though, 1 don't underftand this ; 
•what) an't 1 to be a lady after all ? only plain Mrs. 
— What's my hufband's name, Nurfe ? 

Nurfe. 'Squire Fafhion. 

Mifs. 'Squire, is he ?— -Well, that's better than 
nothing. 

L. Fop* Now will I put on a Philofophic air, and 

/hew thefe people, that it is not poffible to put a man 

-.of my quality out of countenance. Dear, Tam, 

• fmce things are thus fallen out, prythee give me leave 
to wifli thee joy ; I do it de bon coeur^ ftrike me 
dumb ! You have married into a family of great po- 
litenefs and uncommon elegance of manners ; and 

• your bride appears to be a lady beautiful in perfon, 
modeft in her deportment, refined in her fentiments, 
and of nice morality, fplit my windpipe. 

Mlfs, By goles, hufband, break his bones, if he 
calls me names. 

T. Faf* Your Lord/hip may keep up your fpirits 
with your grimace, if you pleafe, I fhall fupport mine 
by Sir Tunbelly 's favour, with this lady, and three 
thoufand pounds a year. 

Z. Foj>. WM, adieu, Tam \ \aLik%, \ Vx^'^ -i^^ 
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hands ; Sir TunbcUy, 1 fhall now quit thy den, but 
while I retain my arnis, I (hall remember thou art a 
favage, (lap my vitals ! [_Ex'a. 

Sir Tun, By the mafs, 'tis well he's gone, for I 
(hould ha' been provok'd by and by, to ha' dun'un 
a mifchief: — Well, if this is a Lord, I think Hoy- 
den has luck o' her fide, in troth ! 

Town. She has, indeed, Sir Tunbelly, but I hear 
the fiddles ; ' his Lordfliip, I know, had provided 'em. 

LoveL O, a dance, and a bottle, Sir Tunbelly, 
by all means. 

Sir Tun. I had forgot the company below ; well, 
what — we muft be merry then, ha ?— and dance and 
^rink, ha ? — Well, 'fore George, you (han't fay I do 
things by halves ; fon-in-law there looks like a hearty 
rogue, fo we'll have a night of it ; and which of thefe 
gay ladies will be the old man's partner, ha? — Ecod, I 
don't know how I came to be in fo good a humour. 

Ber, Well, Sir Tunbelly, my friend and I both 
will endeavour to keep you fo; you have done a ge- 
nerous a£lion, and are entitled to our attention ; and 
if you (hou'd be at a lofs to divert your new guefls, 
Ave will alTift you to relate to them the plot of your 
daughter's marriage, and his Lord(hip'8 deferved 
mortification, a .fubjed which, ^perhaps, biay afford 
no bad evening's entertainnient. 

Sir Tun. 'Ecod, v^th all my heart ; though I am 
a main bungler at a long ftory. 

Ber. Never fear, we will a(rifl: you, if the tale is 

judged worth being repeated 5 but of this you may 

be affured, that while the intention is evidently to 

plcafe, BritiQi auditors ^vlleNcr be^dul^«t to the 

errors of the perfotmanct. '^J^ 
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